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A 

POETICAI^ SERIOUS, 



» POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT 



EPISTLE TO THE POPE, 

ALSO, 

A PAIR OF ODES TO HIS HOLINESS, 

ON BIS KZXriNO A Dlie&l>HLy HOUSE ; 
WITH 

A PRETTY LITTLE ODE TO INNOCENCE. 



•~— Paulo major a canamust Vno. 

To Kings and Courtiers we have chirnip*d long--* 
Muse give we Ddw his Holiksss a Son^. 



Vol. III. B frologus 



4 PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 

And sells a good snug scat amidst the skies^ 

To any wicked Gentleman that dies ; 

As unto John, Sir Will, my Lord, his Grace, 

Great Madam Schwellenberoen gives a place; 

A cook-like Dame, who understands place carving. 

And saves such worthy familks from starving. 

So much for Prologue to my Pope's Epistle ; 

To which his Holiness may cry, '^ Gro — whistle.'' 

Perchance his Holiness may also add, 

^^ P-x take me, Peter, if you ar'n't too bad: 

^^ Dare fix thine impious foot on my dominions, 

" I'll patf thee' for epistles and opinions." 

Well then, since things are bondjideso, 
And Danger with his poinard lurks at Rome, 

I'll not set off to kiss your Worship's toe ; 
But wave the glory, and remain at home. 
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^HILE France, far freedom mad, inizdea tfaj 
rights, 
And pours her millions o'er the world, like mites ;. 
Knocks the poor growling German o'er the snout^ 
And threatens hard the man of cheese and grout; 
GiFes poor Sardinia's Monarch a black eye, 
And makes the Nimrod King of Naples cry ; 
What's worse too, threatens poor Loretto's shrine, 
Where the good Virgin goes each day so ♦fine, 
Threatens to tear the muslin from her head, 
And put the f cap of flannel in its stead ; 
Where is th' Almighty's Man, the Church's hope, 
Prince of salvation, Peter's heir, the Pope ? 
O thou, the true descendant of Saint Peter, 
In very auger, lo ! I pen this metre ! 
There was a time when Popes behav'd with spirit— « 
^ But nought, save indolence, dost thou inherit, 

'i -Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels, 

i Since Atheism with the true Religion grapples ; 

* She has a dress for every day in the year, 
' + The cap of Liberty* 

V0L.IIL C ThiaJt 



6 EPISTLE TO THE POPE, 

Think ©f thj Ancestors so great of yore, ^ 

And bid thy noble Bull as usual roar; v 

They whose stern looks could make an Emp'ror cow'r. 
And Kings like schoolboy* shudder at their pow*r. 
Most dangerous are the times— 1 scorn to flatter — 
Then ope thy cataracts of holy water ; 
jGather thy crucifixes, wood, brass, stones; 
Bid the dark catacombs disgorge their bones ; 
Create new regiments of Saints for fight; 
And chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night 
See * France i^aiast her •&iGiiTf ul Lord rebel 1 
And »ee! h«r Sat ah banish'd from his hell! 
Blind wretch ! now justly suff'ring for her evil ! 
For what are Slates, without a King and Deyil2 
A pair so sweetly suited to controul I 
Th' insurgent body, one ; and one, the souL 
To thee (thy slaves) the Miracles belong; 
As Music waits on Lady Mary's tongue^ 
Humility on K ■ ^ void of art; 
As melting mercy himgs on B— — '« h^art 
If marvels by thine ancestors were done. 
Why not perform'd, in God's name, by the soaf 
As Becket, that good Saint, sublimely rode, 
Thovghtless of insult, through the town of Strode, 
What did the Mob? Attacked bis horse's rump, 
And cut the tail so flowing, to the-stump : 
What does the Saint? — Quoth he, " For this vJIetridk^ 
*' Thfi town of Strode shall heartily be sick." 
And, lo! by pow'r divine a curse prevails! 
The babes of Strode are born with horses taUs ! 

Lodg'd in the talons of a famishM kiie^ 
And just about to bid the world good night, 
A gentle Goslin on Saint Thomas call'd ! 
At once the feathcr'd Tyrant look'd appall'd; 

♦ The Author does not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicule the 
/ate of the unfortunate Louis, but merely to notice ihe extinction of 
Stionaxchy and Religion in France. 

Sddden 



EPISTI.B TO TMB FOFB. 7 

Stidden his iron claw grew nerreless, loose, 
And dropped the sweet believing Babe of Goose, 
Such was the pow'r of Saints, though dead and rotten^ 
By thee (one verily would think) torgotten : 
Then, prithee, do at once thy best endcaroufy • 
As all the Saints are wonderfal as ever* 
Saint Dumstan caa'd the Detil, the story goeSy 
And pinch'd with red-hot tongs the Imp's black notex 
In vain he swore, and roar'd, and danc'd about—* 
Sore >ras his back, and roasted was his snout* 
The pow'r he boa&ted, to his bones are giv'a: 
Such is the gift of Saikts, when lodg'd ia Ueav'fi. 

Hear with what blasphemy this JFbance behaves! 
<< RoM£, I despise thee : all thy Popes are knaves ; 
<^ Thy Cardinals and Priests the earth encomber-* 
^^ Avatint the Saints, and all such holy lumber! 
'<^ Chop off their heads ; away the legs and toes : 
<< Away the wonder-working tooth aud nose: 
<^ Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 
(< The vile imposture of a thousand years I 
<< Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well, 
<( Raise from the dead, and plagues and devils expel. 
^^ Saint Genevieve no longer is divine— 
<< The wise Parisians mock her worm-knaw'd shrine; 
*< Whose coiHu-planks that could such awe inspire, 
^^ May go to light the kitchen-wench's fire* 
<^ Saint Jail, Saint Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope, 
<^ Possess (we think) more virtue than the Pope. 
^^ My woolcomber, my sadler, and my hatter, 
^' No more Saint Blaize, Saint James, Saint Saviour, 

" liatter: 
'' My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 
^' My fishmonger, my butcher, baker, currier, 
<^ And eke a hundred trades besides, no more 
'^ Bow to those marvel-mongers, and adore*. 
^' Hang jwe," the Barber cries, ^^ if I'm the fool ] 
'' To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll V\ 
•* Every trade has iu Saint. 

C % << Bum 



« BPISTLB TO THE fOPE. 

" ^uth me," cries Crispin, " If I don't refuse 

*^ To fmd the gentlewoman in her shoes !" 

^^ Curse me," the Mercer cries, ^^ if / give gowns^ 

^^ To be the laughing-stock of all our towns!" 

*^ Damn me," the Hosier roars, ^^ if 'tis not shocking, 

^' That I should give the woman's legs a stocking !" 

" And why," the linen man exclainiB, " a pox, 

" Should I, forsooth, be forc'd to find her smocks ?'^ 

^' No more shall bumpkins near the altar place 

" Fair veal and mutton, for th' Almighty's grace; 

^^ Grace to increase the loves of bulls and rams, 

^' And make more families of calves and lambs; 

" No more shall capons too for grace be swapped, 

^' By priests ador'd, and in a twinkling luapp'd. 

<^ My bumpkins, once such fools, think wiser now, 

<< That God without their aid can bless the cow, 

« With due fertility the poultry keep, 

*^ And kindle love sufficient for the sheep* 

<< On their past folly with amaze they stare, 

<< And mock the solemn mummery ot pray'r. 

<^ No more on Anthony's once hailow'd feast 

<^ The hors6 and ass shall travel, to be blest ; 

'< No more shall Hodge's prong and shove! start, 

'' Boot, saddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart; 

^' No more in Lent shall wiser Frenchmen starve, 

*^ While God aflbrds them a good fowl to carve, 

<^ Away with fasts — el fool could only hatch 'em—* 

^' Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch 'em*. 

'^ Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul — 

<<^A eapon (trust me) never damn'd a soul, 

*' Htjav'n kiudly sends to mair the things man chooses ; 

*' And he's an impious blockhead who refuses, 

*^ Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace ; 

'< And, 'stead of Demons, let them Austrians chace. 

<^ Away with relics, holy water, oils, 

" At which Credulity herself recoils! 

" Lo! Kelleuman's and Custine's gun-clad pow'r 

^' Will do more wonders with their iron show*!*, 

'' Than all the Saiafts and crosses of the nation, 

^' Since Saints and crosses grew a foolish fashion.. 



BPISTLK TO THB POri* Q 

^' Let crocibles and crucifixes joia^ 

^' x\ad silver Saints perform tbeir f«ats in coin; 

^' Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig«-« 

^^ Out with her ear-riags, and the Dame unrig; 

^' Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold!, 

^^ A piece of tunbcr need not fear the cold. 

'' Out with the Priests, to lust's wild itenzf fed, 

^^ Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bed; 

^' One eye to Heav'a with sanctity applj'd, 

^' The other leering on the blushful bride ; 

'^ Who loads her in hot fancy with caresses, 

'' And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he blesses! 

^^ Perish the masses for a burning soul, 

^' That never yet extinguished half a coal ! 

^^ yo more for sins let pilgrims visit Rome— • 

<^ Th' Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. 

'' Strike me that purgatory from our creed— 

^* Heav'n wants not dre to clarify the dead. 

^^ Break m^ old Januakius's bottle ; 

^^ And let Contempt the old impostor throttle ! 

" A truce to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hear-«» 

*' ' ris idle — niiice not one of them is there. 

" Away with benedi^ions<*-«canting matter! 

*"' A horsepoiid is as good as holy water. 

'^ (Jnveil the Nuns, and Ktf^/«/ make their charms; 

^^ And let their prison be a Lovet^^g arms. 

" 1 scout your Porter Petkr and bis keys, 

*^ That ope to ev'ry rogue a Pope shall please. 

^^ A vaunt the institutions that emlarJel 

*' The man who thought of marriage was aknaYe; 

<^ Rais'd a huge cannon against human bliss, 

" And spoil 'd that first of joys, the rapt'rous kiss; 

" Deliciotis novelty from Beauty drovt*, 

^' And made the gloomy state the tomb of Lovx; 

^' To discord turning what had charm'd the ear: 

^' Cob verting Burgundy, to sour small-beer. 

^^ Thus irom his bright domain a Sun is hurPd 

<^ To gild a pin-hole, that should light a world. 

^^ Exulting Heaso!« from her bondage springs, 

^^ Claims ileav'n's wide range, and spreads her eaglo 



^' Wings; 
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10 BFrSTLB TO THy POPE. 

" While Superstition, lodg'd with bats and owls, 
" With Horror, and the hopeless maniac, howls.*'^ 
Thus cri6th France! 

Thus Infide&ity walks bold abroad^ 
And, 'stead of Faith, the Cherub, see a, toad! 
Such is th' impiety of France, alas ! 
And shall such blasphemy unpunish'd pass ? 
No!— for the honour of Rewgion, rise. 
And flash conyidion on their miscreant eyes. 
The French are devils— devils — downright devils ; 
In heavenly wheat, accurs'd destru6tive weevils ! 
Abominations! Atheists to a man; 
Rogdes that convert the finest flour to bran ; 
In Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling! 
Just like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling, 
I know th« rascals have a sin in pettoy 
To rob the holy Lady of Loretto; 
Attack her temple with their guns, so warrisfi,. 
And thrust the Gentlewoman on the parish— 
A liady all so graceful, gay, and rich. 
With gems and wonders lodg'd in every stitch.. 
Heir of Saint Peter, kindie then thine ire, 
And bid France feel thy apostolic fire; 
Think of the quantity of sacred wood 
Thy treasuries can launch into the flood; 
What ships the holy manger can create! 
At least a dozen of the greatest rate — 
And, lo! enough of sweet S a pnt Martha's hair^ 
To rig this dozen mighty ships of war. • 
Our Saviour's pap-spoon, that a world adores. 
Would make a hundred thousand pair of oars. 
Gather the stones that knock'd down poor Sain't 

Stephen, 
And fling at Frenchmen in the name of Heav'n ; 
Bring forth the thousands of Saint Catherine's nails, 
That ev'ry convent, church, and chapel hailf^— - 
For storms,, uncork the bottled sighs of Martyrs, 
And blow the rogues to earth's remotest quarters. 

SudlL 



BPX8TLB TO THE POPE. II 

Such reiicks, of good mother Cmurch the pride, 
How woald they currycomb a Frenchmau*« hide 1 
Son of the Chitrch, again I say, arise, 
And flash new marrels in their sinner eyes ; 
With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, 
Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a sack ; 
With joints of rump and loins, and heels and toes. 
Begin thy march, and meet thy atheist foes ; 
Struck with a panic shall the fUlains leap. 
And fly thy presence, like a flock of sheep. 
Thus shall the Rebels to Religion yield, 
And thou with holy triumph keep the field* 

Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, 
(Ah! well remember'd by the man of rhyme I) 
QuAKo, high priest of all the Negro nation, 
x\nd full of Negro faith in conjuration, 
liOadcd his jackass deep with wonder-bags 
Of monkeys teeth, glass, horsehair, and ted* rags; 
When forth they march'd-— a goodly, solemn pace, 
To- pour destrudlion on the Christian race; 
To send the husbands to t)v' infernal shades. 
Hug their dear wives, and ravish the fair maids;] 
To bring God Mumbo Jumbo into vogue, 
And sandiiy the names of wh— - and rogue! 
By Fortune's foot behold the scheme disjointed ; 
And, lo! the Black Apostle, disappointed! 
But mark ! this diff 'rence, to the world's surprise^ 
Between your Holiness and Quako lies: 
O'er France (no more an nnbclicving foe. 
Who bought their rclicks, and ador'd thy toe) 
Divine dominion shalt thou stretch, O Pope, 
While luckless Quako only stretch'd— a rope. 

Where is the Priest that cannot curse a raf, 
A weasel, locust, grasshopper, and gnat: — 
If journeymen can curse the reptile clan, 
The master certainly can curse a tnan, 

• These little bags are calkd by the Negroes, Otia, and art supposed 
to be possessed of great wiccbciaft vinuea. 

Father 



12 EPISTLE TO THE ^OPS» 

Father of Miracles, then sdr thy stmaps^ 

And break the legs of Sin, that takes such jumps; 

Fall not upon thy focd, and cur-like yelp; 

And, panting, panic-stricken, cry—-'' God help l^* 

To show that pray'r alone will not avail. 

The Muse shall iinish with a well-known tale. 



THJR 

WAGGONER AND JUPITER. 

A LUCKLESS wagfi;on rolPd into a slough— 

Clod scratched his head, and grow I'd, and knit his brow ; 

But what a?ail'd it I — Fast the waggon lay. 
Now Clod imagined, like an idle lout, 

A pray'r or two might help the pris'ner out; 

Then unto Jupiter he howl'd away. 

'^ How now! you laay lubber," cry 'd the god— 
*' Clap to the wheel your shoulder, Master Clod ; 
'^ And (mind me) let your horses be well llogg'd." 
Clod took th' advice, exerted all his strength : 
The waggon mov'd, andmov'd; and, lo! at length, 
Forc'd from the quagmire, on again it jogg'd. 

Such is the simple talc, O man of God ! 
Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Clod. 

I do not call your Holiness a lubber;. 
But let me tell thee, in an easy way. 
Contrive with skill this game of Saints to play ; 

Thou'lt beat thy ancestors, and win the rubber. 



ADYER. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER. 

Jus fas I hadjinislied my. EpisHe^ U struck me that his 
Holiness kept a bad house ai Romc^MarveUing' 
Reader, nothing less than a B^xcdy House, from 
tckichhe derives an immensity of impure emolument: 
so thai this great Son of the Church, God^s Vice^' 
gerent upon earth, taxes female flesh, winks at for-- 
nkation, and consequently promotes tfie cause of 
carnality^ Thus is a great commatidmcnt broken, 
and lascbsiousness become san&ioned by the Successor 
of the Jpostolio Peter. From this tad circumstance 
probably the Bone^ Woody and MctiU Condu&ort 
of Miraclesy Uke the Eledtric Machine in foul weather y 
tciU not answer so well; and consequently a disap* 
pointment may attend the experiments. The Bardy 
therrfore, wishing the Moral Hemisphere to be ae 
clear as possible, very properly addresses a pair of 
reprimand Odes to his holiness on the occasion^ in 
ionguine hopes of a reformation^ 



ODE I. 

LET me confess that Beauty is delicion;; ; 
To clasp it in our arms, is nice-— but vicious r 
This is to say, unlawful hugb--K:aresscs 
Which want thos« bonds which God Almighty blesses* 

I do not say that we should not embrctice: 
We maj(-*-but then it should be done with grace: 
The flesh should scarce be thought of — there's the merit ; 
Sweet are the palpitations of the spirit ! 

Pure are indeed the~kisses of th' upright j- 
So simple, meek) and saa<5ti&ed, and -slight! 

Good 



14 ODES TO THE POPE. 

Good men so softly press the virgin lip ! 
But zcic/b^cl! man ! what does he, carnal wretch, 
With all his horse-Iike passions on full strelch ? 

The mouth, sweet cup of kisses,, scorns to «j;— - 

But with the spicey nc^ar waging warm, 

The knave gets drunk upon the pouting charm ; 

Seizes the damsel round the waist so handy; 
And, as I've said before, gets drnnk, the beasf,. 
Like aldermen, the sutlers at a feast: 

For ladies lips are cherries steep'd ta brandy^ 

The flaxen ringlets, and the swelling breast ^ 
The eheek of bloom ^ the lip, delightful neat 

Of balmy kissei, moist with rich desiref; 
The burning blushes, and the panting heart ', 
Xhe yielding wifthes that the eye» impart. 

Oft in ottr bo«om kindle glass-^oiise firer.. 

Qh ! shun the tempting net that Satan spins ! 
The highest pleasures are the deepest sins I 
Woman^s a lorely animal, 'tis true— ► 

Too well, indeed, the lawless passions know it— - 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm pursue, 

And madly with the scythe of ruin mqw it— 

Thus giving it of death the wicked wound— 

A tender liow'r stretch'd sweetly on the ground ! 

^* Ware lark," the sportsman to his pointer cries ;. 

Designing him for partridge— nobler game^ 
As the soul's partridge is the skies, 
. <6 Ware girl," should Piety exclaimv 

Blest is the. simple man by virtue sway'd, 
Who wishful burns not for the blooming maid ; 

Whose pulses calm as sleeping puppies lie; 
Who rusheth not to prey upon her charms, 
Full of Love's mad emotions, mad alarms, 

Just like a famish'd spider on a fly^ 
That in the tyrants' claws resigns its breathy 
Unhappy humming till it sleeps in death. 



Blest 
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SI est is the man iivho marks the cheny lip, 

And sigheth not the ne^'iar'd sweets to sip, ' 

Nor press the hearing hiiis of purest snow ; 
Who marks the love-alluring waist so taper, 
Without ©ne wish, or palse's single caper, 

And to his hurrying passions, cries* out, ** No! 
^^ Stop, if you please, young imps, your hot career^ 
■*' And shun the precipice of fate so near ; 
-*^ Draw in, or, with the horses of the Sun, 
^< You drive, like Phaeton, to be undone.'' 

O Pope, I've heard, that, when a Friar, 
(And Fame, in this, is not a liar) 

Thou oft didst smuggle beauty to thy cell, 
And, 'stead of flogging thy own sinful back. 
Didst give a sweet Italian girl the smack— 

The smacks indeed of Love that lead to Hell ! 

And, lo ! thou sinner, Pope, instead * 

Of counting ev'ry sacred bead. 

Thou wickedly didst count the damsel's charms: 
Instead of clasping the most holy cross, 
Such was of san6Uty thy loss. 

Thou squeezed'st mortal limbs amidst thy armi^: 
Instead of kissing the most sacred wood, 
Lo, were thy lips defil'd by Aesh and blood ! _ 

Instead of psalmody, the skies to greet, 
In sinful catches didst thou deal, and glee ; 

And^ lo ! to put the angels in a sweat. 

Thou dandled't»t the yoang harlot on thy knee, 

Singing that wa«ton song of shame, 
'' A lovely lass to a friar came!" 

Instead of begging gracious Heav'n, 
For all thy sins to be forgiv'n, 

Ready wert thou to manufadlure more! 
Thy passions, ev'ry one a mutineer, 
Just like a cask of cyder, aJe, or beer^ 

Feuuettiiagy. frothing, frisking, foaming o'er« 

The 
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The soDgs of harlots to thine ear. 
So full of M'itchery were dear, 

And bosom of desire that hook'd thine eye I 
Dear as a murder to a certain Judge, 
A well-known wight who seems to grudge 

Life and enjoyment to a fly: 

Who, fond of hanging, robs the very cats. 
And on a gibbet mounts his captive rats 

And moles, 
To look like dangling men and maids, poor souls I 

Instead of loudly crying, '' Let us pray," 

Thou, in thy twilight cell so snug. 
Didst to an armfull of rich beauty say. 

In whisper soft, " Bettina, let us hug." 

Instead of turning upwards thy two eyes 
Devoutly, for a blessing from the skies ; 
What waw thy most unhallow'd a6lion ? Gh ! 
Vile didst thou cast those eyes on things below. 



ODE IL 

THE world was never wickeder than now — 
Wedlock abus'd— -her bond pronounced a jail ; 
A wife caird vilely ' ev'ry body's cow, 

' A canister, or bone to a dog's tail i' 
What dare not knaves of this degenerate day. 
Of marriage, decent hallow'd marriage, say ? 

^^ Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef, the rump ! 
^^ Returns to table, hash'd, and stew'd, and fry'd, 
^' And in the stomach, mu^h to lead ally'd, 

^^ A hard, unpleasant, undigested lump. 

*^ But fornication ev'ry man enjoys— 

*' A smart anchovy saAdwich— that ne'er cloyS'— 

A bonne 
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^ A bonne bou^ men are ready to devour"^ 
^^ Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 
^' Wedlock," they cry, ^' is a hard pinching boot, 
*' But fornication is an easy shoe— 
« The first wo Vt suit; 
^« It wo'n't do, 

*^ A girl of pleasure's a light fowling-piec^- 
^^ With this you follow up your game with ease: 

^^ That heavy lump, a wt/e, (confound her!) 
'' Makes the bones crack, 
<^ And seems, upon the sportman's breaking back^ 

'^ A lumbering eighteen pounder. 

^^ One is a summer-house, so neat and trim, 
" To visit afternoons for Pleasure's whim; 

^^ So airy, like a butterfly so light: 
'*^ The other ^ an old castle with huge walls— 
^' Where Melancholy mopes amid the halls, 
*' Wrapp'd in the doleful dusky veil of Night." 

Then, Pope, on fornication turn thy back: 
Oh, let it feel the thunder of attack ! 

Most dangerous is this habit. Sir, of sinning ^ 
Hang all the Bawds; for whereas a greater vice^ 
Than taking in young creatures, all so nice? 

And yet to them, 'tis merely knitting, spinnings- 
No more ! 
Although the innocent is made a wh— . 

'With just as much sang-froid, as at their shops 
The butchers sell rump-steakes, or mutton.chop$| 

Or cooks serve up a fish, with skill display^, 
Se an old Abbess, for the rattling rakes, 
A tempting dish of human nature makes, 

And dresses up a luscious maid : 
I rather should have said, indeed, t/ndresees, 
To please a youth's uusandtified caresses. 

Thus, in the prai^ices of fleshy evil, 
They're oJBT upona gallop, to the devil; 
Voi. III. D Yet 
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Yet deem themselves, poor dopes, cocisiire of Heav'n; 
As though Salvation could to bawds be giv'n, 
To. jades encouraging those rebel fires, 
Pepper'd propensities, and salt desires ; 
Curs'd by the Bible, if we trust translators ; 
Which sayeth, " Woe be to all fornicators T' 

At Rome, each hour, are horrid a6^ions done ! 

By thee approved thou dar'st not. Pope, denyt 
Yes, yes^, the lawless places are well known. 

Where youth for venal pleasures madly fly. 
Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick and cull H^ 
As at a poultercr^s Betttf turns a pullet. 

I like examples of a wii^ked a6l— « 

Take^ therefore, Reader, from the Bard a fa<Sb. 

An old Procuress groaning, sighing, dying, 
A rake-hell enters the old Beldame's room — 
^^ H^, mother! thinking on the day of doom? 

^^Hae— dam'me, slabb'ring, whining, praying, crying? 
^^ Well, mother! what young filly hast thou got, 
^^ To give a gentleman a little trot ?" 

*^ O Captain, pray, your idle nonsense cease, 

*' And let a poor old soul depart in peace! 

<^ What wicked things the dev'l puts in your head! 

*^ Where can you hope to go when you are dead?** 

•^ How now, old Beldame? — shamming Heav'n with 

praying ! 
" Come, come tq business — don't keep such a braying; 
*^ Let's see your stufl*— come. Beldame, show your ware; 
^' Some little Fhiilis, fresh from country air." 

^^ O Captain, how unpiousli/ you prate ! 

" Well, well, I see there's no resisting fate ; 

'^ Go, go to the next room," and there's a bed— . 
^' And such a charming creature in' t — ^such grace! 
*^ Such sweet simplicity ! and siiCk a face !— 
^ Captain you are a devil — ^you are, indeed. 

^Itha^ftk 
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*^ I thank my stars that nought mif conscience twks ; 

'^ Which to my parting soul doth joy afford. 
" O Captain ! Captain ! what, for nice young TV/*, 

" What will you do, when 1 am with the Lord l^ 

REFLECTION. 

Such was the fa6i! thus was this Bawd persuaded^ 
UeaT'R's massy door would not be barrieaded 1 
Sure, In her mtAd, that Pbtsr would ttniock itt 
Thus had her ttoul thy past port in its pocket 



Though the Author has 90 ienerefy reprinumded H19 
HousKSS /or hit tnconftfieiccjf, Ae, with the utmost 
candour smpeSleth his own frailty. 



ODE TO INNOCENCE. 

O NYMPH of meek and blushful mien, 
Lone waad'rer of the rural scene, 
Who lorest not the city's bustling sound^ 
But in the still and simple vale 
Art pleasM to hear the turtle's tale, 
'Mid the gay ministreisy that floats aronnd ! 

Now on the bank, amid the sunny beam, 
I see thee mark the natives of the stream, 

That break the dimpling surface with delighl;. 
Now see thee pitying a poor captive Fly, 
Snapp'd from the lov'd companions of his joy, 

And, swallow'd, sink beneath the gulph of nigh^ 

Now see thee, in the humming golden hour. 
Observant of the Bee, from flow'r to flow'r. 

That loads with varied balm his little thighs, 
To guard against chill winter's famish'd day. 
When rains descend, and clouds obscure ihe ray, 

And tempests pour their thunder through the skies. 
D2L Now 
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Now sec thee happy, with the sweetest stalle^^ 
Attentive stretched along the fragant soil ; 

Beholding the small myriads of the plain^ 
The pismires, some upon their sunpy hills, 
Some thirsty wand'ring to the crystal rills, 

Some loaded, bringing back the snowy grain : 

So iike the lab'ring swains, who yet look domk 
Contemptuous oa their toils aiid tiny town! 

Now see thee playful chase the child of springy 
The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing, 

That busy flickers on from bloom to bloom : 
Pursuing wildly now a faY'rite F;iiE, 
(Circling amid the golden realm of air, 

And leaving, all for love^ the pea's perfume*. 

Now see thee peeping on the secret nest, 
Where sits. the parent Waen in patient rest; 

While at her side her f^ther'd partner sings ; 
Chants his short note, to charm her nursing day ; 
Now for his loves pursues his &iry way^ 

And now with food returns on cheerful wings. 

Picas'd could I sit with thee,^ O nymph so sweet,, 
And hear the happy flocks around thee bleat; 

And mark their skipping sports along the land ; , 
Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin speak. 
Who wanton stretches forth his woolly neck, 

And plucks the fragant herbage from thy hand. 

Thus could I dwell with thee for many an hour: 
Yet, should a rural Ven-us from her bow'r 

Stop forth with bosom bare, and beaming eye, 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rose-clad cheek, 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin so sleek, 

A.nd archly heave the love-seducing sigh : ' 

And cry, " Gome hither, swain— be not afraid ; 
'^ Embrace the wM^ and quit the simple maid"-— 

I vcrilif 
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I verilif believe that I should go: 
Yet, parting, should I say to thee, " FarewelW 
^< I cannot help it — Witchcb ait's in her cell— 

^^ The Passions like to be where tempests blow«» 
<^ Go, Girl, enjoy thy fish, and flies* anddoTes^ 
<< But suffer me to wanton with the Loves.** 

Thus should I a6i— excuse me, charming Saiat: 
An imp am I, in Virtue's cause so faint; 

Like Datid in his youth, a lawless swain! 
Preferring (let me own with blushing face) 
The storms of Passion to the calms of Grace; 

.One ounce of pleasure to a pound of pam» 
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THE 

DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOG 

THUNDER, 

AND THE WID0W»8 PIGS: 

A TALE. 

THE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 
ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS. 

ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS. 

THE FROGS AND JUPITER, 
A FABLB. 

THE DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE, 

A FABLB. 

THE SUN AND THE PEACOCK, 

A FABLB. 



Far off the Hero bleeds in Brighton Wars. 

At least his Hone's ribs ao glorious bleed ; 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and scars^ 

He flies aad jaUies on hU bounding steed. 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 

TO 

HIS GRACE THE 

DUKE OF RICHMOND. 



SIR, 

YOUR Grace's welUknown accomplishments ; your 
Grace's well-knotrn liberalitj; your Grace's 
>veli-known love of sham-lights ; your Grace's well- 
known rage for Public liberty ; your Grace's well- 
known political economy; your Grace's well-known 
private economy; and last, ^o ugh not least, your Grace's 
well-known Christian-like benevolence to objects of 
charity ; form such a constellation of virtues as must 
inspire every Author with an ambition of dedicating his 
labours to so splendid a character. Flies are fond of the 
sun. 

The great displeasure lately given by your Grace to 
their High Mightinesses Messieurs Pirr and Dunpas, 
and one or two more whom we forbear to mention, haa 
spurred the Muse to take the part of exalted Merit, de« 
fend you with her aegis against the ui^ed wishes of a 
whole kingdom, and endi^vattr t^ restore your Grace 
to a Jirm seat on that high-mettled war-horse, Ord- 
KANCE, upon which your Grace seens to sit so dattge^ 
rouslij loose. 

I am your Grace's, &c. 

P. PINDAR.. 
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ODE* 



The Poet gUeth Phlloiopby't modest and sublime picture of Infinity, a 
picture damned by the 6reat Folk of the present day — Peter maketk 
a most sagacious aiscovery of a connection never thought of before, 
viz. between Folly and Gnuideur. — He talketh of wisdom, and 
•buseth the blindness of the Vulgar. — He talketh of Flatterv..v*He 
plumply contradtcteth the VtUgMT^ and advancetK unanswerame res* 
aons. — ^He descanteth on Mind and Body, proving that a horsewhip is 
as necdsary for the one as the other. — The wise and elegant Speech 
of the 'Squire, or Elder Brother.— -The Poet discovereth Distance to 
be the parent of Admiration, and confuteth the opinion of Mob; by 
a pantomimical illustration.-»Peterattacketh many Great Men, moat 
aptly making use of a wind-mill and a warming-pan — He selccteth 
m€ Great and Good Man from the herd of baa^ 

THOUGH huge to us this flying World appears, 
And great the bustle of a thousand years ; 
How stnall to Him who form'd the vast of nature ! 
One trembling drop of animated water*! 

'^ What are we?— Reptiles claiming Pity's sigh, 
'' Though in our own conceits so fiercely stout ; 

*^ Nay, such small wights in Phovidence's eye, 
^' As asks Omnipotence tojind us outJ^ 

So says Philosquhy.— ^^ Fudge^ cant, mere words, 
^^ Trash, nonsense, impudence,'' cry Kings and Lords. 

Ah, Sirs ! believe the sacred truth I tell—- 
Folly and Grandeur oft together dwell : 

* Consult the wonders of the microscope. 

Folly 
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Folly with Title oft is seen to skip, 
Stare from his eye, and grin upon his lip. 

Wisdom descendcth not from king to king, 
Or lord to lord, like an estate; 

The present day believeth no such thing- 
Matters are vastlj/ chang'd of late. 

What says Experience from her sober school ? 
" Nature on many a tilled front y/riten fool. 
<< But, lol the Tuigar world 18 blind, stone blind; 
<< The beast can see no writing of the kind; 

" Or if it see^y it cannot rettd-^ 

'^ Now this is marvellous indeed.** 

Hark to the vaice of Flatt'iiy ! ikm «he stnf s-^ 
<< Gods of the earth arc Erop'rors, Popes, ani Kings ; 
« Codlings, our Dukes and Earls, and such fine folk.'* 
And thus the liar Flatt'hy sung of yore ; 
The f«6ctBAted million cry'd encore^ 
. For Wisdom was loo young to smell the jok«. 

Wide was the sphere of Igxoraxce, alas! 

And faint^ too faint, of Truth's young sun the ray; 
Too feeble tnrough th' Immense of gloom to pass^ 

And beaming chase a world of fog away. 

Ye Vulgar cry, " Great Men arc wondVous 

<^ wise.'*— 
Whoever told you so, told arrant lies : 
It cannot be. — Not ! why ? — Hear me, pray, 
They are so dev'iish laz^, let me say. 

The Mind wants lusty flogging, to he^fcf^af: 
To use a vulgar phrase, " The Mind must szoeat,^* 
Now men of worship will not sweat the Mind; 
Mcatji clothes, andpleasurci comt without ^ they find. 



What nnii vfWl make a drayhorae pf t&a mml, 
To drag from Scienob's hard quarrj, stooe^ 

Who really wantetli nothing from the hol»— 
A toil which therefore may be let alone i 

7h' idea seems so wond'rously umoauih^ 

As maketh ev'ry eider brother start; 
Who openeth thus his widely-grinning mouth, 

^^ Fine fan, indeed, for me to drag a cart! 

<^ Jjet younger brothers join it, if they please; 
<^ Oid5 Square-toes, tibank my God, has caught lyry 
" fleas/' 

'Suppose ye want a fine strong fellow ?— speak, 
Where for this fine strong fellow would ye seek ? 

'* Seek! seek a drayman," with one voice ye ciy ; 
^^ A chairman or a ploughman, to be sure; 
^^ Men who a constancy of toil endure ; 

** Such are the fellows that we ought to try." 

This then is granted— well then, don't ye find 
Some likeness 'tM-ixt the bodif and the mind? 

Distance has wonderful effects indeed ; 
But, Sirs, this is not ev'ry body's creed : 

Mob is not in the secret— that's the case ; 
Mob deemcth great men gods !— y es, er'ry whervy 
Far off, or near. 

Now let a short remark or two take place. 

First, I assure you that things are not so; 
By G — d, they are fwt gods.^-^1 pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where line cascades, and fields, 
And rocks, a huge delight to Won oca yields: 

Approach them— what d'ye find the frowning rocks ? 
Lord I what iraaciaatiQa really shocks I 

Kacfe 
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Black pairs ef breeches, scarcely worth a groat: 
What are the fields so flourishiDg? green bays, 
The objedls of your most astonish'd gaze: 

What the cascade ? a tinsefpetticoat) 
And tinsel gown upon a windlass turning, 
The fields and rocks so naVrcUltf adorning. 

Great men, IVe said it, often are great fools, 

Great sycoj)hant8,, great swindlers, and great knay^s;^ 

Too often bred in Tyranny's dark schools, 
Happy to see the under. world their slaves. 

Great men, at Ji/fVew^ times, are different too; 

More so when int'rest is the game in view. 

A windmill and a warming-pan, no doubt, 
Are most unlike each other in their nature; 

Yet, trust me, the same man, in place and outy 
Is to the full as opposite a creature. 

Yet some great men are good ! — and, by mischance, 
Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance ; 

As, for exaoQple, Richmond's glorious Grace, 
A Duke of most unquestionable merit. 
With Merc'ry's cunning, and dread Mars's spirit. 

Who took the Ordnance, a tremendous place! 

This Duke of Thunder is for ever spying^ 
To find out objects of sheer merit, trying : 

How happy too, if objects of distress; 
Tl^us is his Grace of Guns ador'd by all ; 
For this, where'er he rides, both great and smaH, 

Him and his horse, with eyes uplifted, bless. 

This Turenne* would be sorry, very -sorry, 
Should one pale form of want his eye eseape : 

^' No," cries his Grace, " Misfortune shall not worry, 
" Whilst / a sixpence for the poor can scrape." 

* A French GcnenJ, •£ die last ceatuiy, possessed of •the.sublimest 
ejualities. 

How 



9low mucli like Majestt in Windsor tommy 
^utiting for Pitt's objects up and down! 

Yet since distress has 'scap'd his Grace's eye, 
The Muse o'er Tilb'rt Fort shall breathe aiigh. 
Yet ere on Tilb'ry Fort we drop a tear, 
Lo! with a tale we treat the public eai^^ 

Relate a pretty story of his Grace : 
Much will the tale his Grace's soul display— 
^app'ning ('tis said) at Goodwood on a day«» 

'^will^ut a smile or frown on ei^ry face» 



Vai.nL £ fKB 
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THE 

©URE OF RICHMOND'S DO 

THUNDER, 

AND 

THE WIDOW'S PIC. 



The WidoVi^'s whol* fortune lodged iii the Sow-^Her joy on the So-w^s 
lying-in. — The Duke's dog Thunder much like Courtiers. — Thuiw 
der killeththe young Pigs,, yet sur^iasseth' Courtiers in modesty.-^ 
The Sow critth out — The. Widow jolneth tVe Sow in her exclama- 
tions. — ^The old Steward cometh' forth at the cry of the Sow and 
Widow, and uttereth avmost pathetic exclamation. — ^A sensible dis- 
sertation pn the different species of fom^ajjfon.— The Widow's pite- 
ous address to his-Grace^^ — His'Gcace's humane and generous answ«r 
, to the, W^idow. 

AI>AME/ near Goodwood own'da sow, Jier all, 
Which nat'rally did into travail fall, 
And brought forth many a comely son and daughter^ 
On which the Widow Mond'ronsly was glad, 
Caper'd and sung, as really she were mad — 
»But Teahs oft hang upon the heels of Laughter. 

At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, call'd 

Thunder, 
A ck>g, like courtiers, much inclin'd to plunder; 
This dog, with courtier.jealousy so bitter, 
Beheld the 6weetly«snuffli&g sportive litter. 

Bounce ! 
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S>ance! without '' by your leave," or least harangue^. 
Upon this harmless litter, Tiiuxuer sprang, 

And murder'd brothers, sisters, quick as thought ; 
Tiien sneak'd away, his tail between his rear^ 
Seeming ashaai'd — ^unlikte great courtiers here, 
i^Who (Fame reporteth) are asham'd of nought. 

The childless Sow set up a^shriek jro loud! 
4^ All her sweet babies ready for the shroud ; 

No w chas'd the rogue that such sad mischief work*di 
Oat ran the DjiME-^in'd Mistress Sow's shriU gimm ; 
Burst was at once the bag that heldiier sighs^ 

And all the bottles of her tears uBCOrk'dL 

^^ Qfa ! the Duka^fr dog has rota'd me outright ; 

^' Okl he hath marder'd all my pretty piga.'^ 
Eorth march'd the Steward grey, with Uftdd slight^ 

And lifted hands, good moo^ and cry'd ^^ Oi&iigsl'' 

Word of surprise! which,' witit a plaintire tone. 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groau, 

Did seem like pitif also, for her case : 
Tet what's Odsnigs, or moan, or groan, or sighs^ 
Unhelp'd, by Famine if the objedt dies? 

Or what a yard of mcthodistic face ? 

Compassions differ very much^ we find! 

One deals in sigks — now sighs arc merely wind; 

Another only good advice affords, 

Instead of alms — now this id only words: 

Another cannot bear to see the poor ; 

So orders the pale beggar from the door. 

Now th{it compassion is the best, I think, 
(But, ah ! the human soul it rarely graces) 

Instead of. groans, which giveth meat and drink; 
Offering long purses too, instead of faces* 

E2 But 



3%^ Tin OVKB OF* &tCRH0N&*6 BOC^^ kd 

Bnty Muse, we drop Dog, Duke, aAd Sow, and 
Dame, 

To follow an old pitiful remark ; 
Like wanton spaniels that desert the game, 

To yelp and.xourse a butterfly or lark. 

Now to his Grace the howling Widow goes. 
Wiping her eyes so r«d> and flo:wing nose. 

^^Oh! please yonr Grace, your Grace's dev'lish dog|^ 
> ^ Thunder^s confounded wicked- chops - 

^' Have murder'd all my beauteous hopes—. 
<^ I hope your Grace wiU pay for ev/ry^ hog;'* 

What answer gaTC his Grace?— With placid brow, 
*^ Don't cry," quoth he, ^< and make so much fool 
<* weather— . 

<^* Qp home, Dame^ and when Thunder eats ihe MQiV^} 
^^ ru pay for all the /«/;«% together.'^ 
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ODE 

TO A 

FOOR SOLDIER of TILBURY FORT. 



The Poet pronounceth i>ie very great shyness lubststiag between Merit 
and Money. — M'ertt's connexion with Poverty, and the consequence. 
— Attack on Fortune. — ^Adiress to the poor Soldier. — ^Uepitieth 
the poor Soldier's pitiable fate, viz. his ragged coat, hungry sto* 
mach,. and want of fire. — His companions on the mud. — Peter 
smileth at the hubbub niade on account of a shot-hole in the little 
coat of a great Prince, a remnant of glory that may probfbly add 
another ray to the lustre of St. Paul's. — Peter most pathetically inquir- 
cth for his Grace — proclalmethhim to be at Brighton, most heroically 
engaged. — ^Thediiferent amusements of his Grace at Brighton, awake 
and asleep. — Crumbs of consolation to the poor Soldier^ 

MERIT and MONEY yary seldom meet ; 
Form'd for each other, they should oftener greet;; 
Indeed much oftener should be seen together: 
But MoNEX,. vastly shy, doth keep aloof; 
Thus PovEiiTY and Merit beat the hoof, 

Exposal, poor sonis, to every kind of weather. 

Thus as a greyhound is meek Merit lean, 
So slammakin, untidy^ ragged, mean, 

Her garments all so shabby and unpinnM : 
But look at Folly's fat Dutch lubber Child ; 
liow on the tawdry cub has Fortune smitdy 
When with contempt the Goddess should hare 
gwinhU 

E3 So^ 
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So much for preamble ; and now for Thee, 
Whose state forlorn his Grace coald ne^er see,^ 

Poor Soldier, after many a dire campaign, 
Drawn mangled from the gory hills of slain, 

Perhaps the soul of Belisarins thine; 
Why with a tatter- d coat along (he shore, 
Where Ocean seems to heave a pitying roar. 

Why do I see thee thus neglected pine ? 

Poor wretch ! along the sands condemn'd to go, 
And join a hungry dog, or famish'd cat, 

A pig, a gttU, a cormorant, a crow^ 

In quest of crabs, a muscle, or a sprat ! 

Now, at Night's awful, pale, and silent noon, 
Along, the beach I see thee lonely creep. 

Beneath the passing solitary moon, 

A spedtre stealing 'mid the world of sleep. 

Griey'd atvthy channell'd check, and hoary hair, . 

And quiv'ring lip, I mark thy famish'd form, 
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly stare, 

Thou piteous pensioner upon the storm. 
The Muse's handkerchief shall wipe thine eye, 
And bring sweet Hope to soothe the mournful sigh, , 

Deserted Hero ! what ! cond/emn'd to p^ck. 

With withcr'd, palsy'd, shaking, wounded haud^. 

Of wrecks, alas! the melancholy stick, 

Thrown by the howling .tempest on the strand?. 

Glean'd with the very hand that grasp'd the sword, 
To guard the throne of Britain'^'^ sacrisd Loud! 
While Cowardice at home from danger shrinks. 
And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 

Heanr'ns ! let a spent and rambling shot 
Tfiuck but a Prince's hat or coat, 

Eipanded. 
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Expanded «re the hmideed mouths of Fame ;; 
Whilst braTer thoiuands (but uniUlcd wretches,) 
Swept by the sword^ shall drop like paltry Tetchcs^. 

Their fiite unpitied, and unheard their name! 

Fqot Soldier ! is that stick to make a fire^ 

To warm thyself, and wife, and. children dear? 
Where is the goodly Dake-*of Coalarthe 'Squire, . 
Whose heart hath melted oit at Mis'aY'stear? 

And, Tehran! is that coat. thy ragged All? 

Sport of the saucy winds and soaking rain ! 
For fkis has Courage iac*d the Hying ball ? 

For this has bleeding £r a v'ry pressed the plain 2.* 

Where is the Man wha.mocks the grin of Death, 
Turns Bagshot pale, and. frightens ilounslow ileathi. 

Far off, alas! he bleeds in Brighton wars ; . 

At least his horse^s ribs so glorious bleed; 
Where, nobly daring .danger, death, and scars^ 

.He flies and rallies on- his bounding steed. 

There too his Grace may wield his happy, pen^ 
To prove that truly great and valiant men, 
In idle duels never should engage. 
But nurse for dread lleviews their godlike rage,^. 

Far off,, the Hero, in his tei^ reclin'd. 
Where high and.mighty meditations suit, 

On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind. 
To. make a cannon of an old jack-boot !. 

Great geniuses, how loftHy they jump !' 

Lord ! what hi$ rapture when he deigns to ride l\ 

To feel beneath hisGiokCE^ii gracious ^rump^ 
Asi eighteea«-pound<^r in his horsed hide! 

There 
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'There too, to Barracks^ fir'd in Freedom's canse^ 
And to Mount Wyse*/ his lyre the Hero tuned; 

There too the pow'r of doating Fancy draws 
The Royal Geoj^e to sight by air-balloons t. 

JTuSy Fancy's pow'r most earnestly can dare-^ 
By Fancy's pow'r the royal ship may rise, 

Borne by her bladders through the fields of air^ 
Just like a twig^ by rooks^ along the skies* 

There too, at midnight drear^ the Hero schemes, 

'Midst hum and snore of tro!^s, for England's good^ 

Explores machines of death in happy dreams, 
For hills of bones, atid cataracts of biood. 

There, like K,ing Richa^rd, whom the furies rend^ 
He bustles in his sleep, and starts, and turns ; 

Now grasps the sword, and now a candle end, 
That, blazing like himself^ beside him burns^ 

Thus, 'n\id his tent reclin'd, the godlike Man 
Vast schemes in slumber spins for England's sake ; 

^^ And, lo!" quoth Fame^ ^'^ his godlike Grace csobi 
'^ plan 
*^ As wisely ia his sleep as when awake.** 

When with his host, Caligula came over, 
Na matter where — »for rhyme-sake^ call it Dover''-- 
What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore ? 
Of paltry perriwinkles just a score! 

But Richmond from his Brighton, W4ws shall bring 
Life to the State, and safety to a King !j 

O 

♦ A place near Plymouth Dock, on which tha national treasure 
has been &o wisefy expended fpr: the innumerable £<mveniencies of his 
brother Lennox . 

+This was actually proposed by his Grace, with every, sanguine idea 
of success. 

Blest 
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Blest Man! from Brighton field, with laurels croirn'd, 
Ue triamphs up the town without a wound*; 
From Brighton wars, that witnessed not a corse! 
Most luck)^, losing neithet man nor horse! 

Thus then, O Soldier,, distance, hides his Or ace ; 

Thus is the sub, at times, of clouds the sport: 
Yet toon Uie glories of his Lordship's face 

Shall, like a comet, blaze o'er Tilb'ry Fort. 

There shall' tht Muss thy piteous tale unfold^ 
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill tlie cold ; 

Naj, fat shall swim upon thy meagre porridge: 
The sympathising Dure her tale will hear. 
And drop, at sound of coat and coals, a tear— 

For RicHMoirn*s b^unfy equaUiliQiiMovo's courage* 

* The Poet leemt to have forgotten hsmielf : bii ^motto tilki t dif. 
itfBBt languages but the jPM<(&>(/t4Hi^iWi bfloags ■• flMtch » ?^ P. *h 
ti» Avcry other Poet • ' 
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CmTMN FOREIGN SOLDmnSTi 

eiRTAIR PAY. 



4 tOftipiitBentnry aMfiM te4ht Sol«Ueii«-^Whol<sMBe advice.— Viter^ 
draweth a natural and patethic pi£lure of poor Little Louh, v^m- 
parted toba^e been disgracefully put an apprentice to a Cobbler — 
The insolence and cruelty of hii master the Cobblor. — ^The Cobbler 
blasphemously abusetfa Tx,ti«b. — The little Cobbleil King cryeth. — 
Sensible reflections on the genius of Kings, with a lick at the 
French Convention, and also at his own stupidity. — Peter 
tupplicateth for the little Louis. — ^Adviseth the Soldiers to a bold 
action.— Knquireth of Soldiers mho is to receive theii Deatk*monty.-^ 
Vetet comforteth, and reconcileth them to Death. 

f STER- biesseth the King and the War, and cufiseth Reform, a word 
in the mouths of Mr. Pitt and the Duke of Richmond before they got 
into o^ce. Peter adviseth more taxes, for a weighty political reason, 
videlkett on account of the impudence of a NatxoM) which sdwaya 
increaseth in ao insufferable ratio with riches. 

YE Heroes, from your wives and turnips far^ 
Who wage so gloriously the flying war, 
I gi?e you joy of hand and leg endeavour ; 
tkx^ though ye sometime chance to run away, 
The generous General Murray's pleas'd to say, 
^* 'Tis very great indeed-^'tis vastly clever." 

O cut 
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^O cut the ^renchmea's throstd, the restless dof s I 
O with the tiger's gripe upon them spring ! 

- A pack of vile, ^tegrading, horrid hogs ; 
To make * dirty coMiler of a king ! 

"See stoohprop^d MAissrr the ^leather spread! 
Behold his pretty fingers wax the thread, 

And now the leader on the kipstone, hole; 
Now puts his -Majesty the bristle in, 
^ow wide he throws his arms with milk-white skin, 

And now he spits and hammers on the sole. 

And, lo! a rascal, christen'd Saks-Culotte, 
Leers on the^ndow of his shed; and, lo! 

He bawls (without of awe a single jot) 

^ Come, Master King^-^ni^, stnrah, mend mj shoe/' 



iii 



And see! the sAo« the little Monarch takes. 
And lo ! at CT'ry stitch -with fear h e. quakes- 
Such is of Liberty the blessed fruit ! 
The nvsDib^IjkcutiQmn€$9 would better suit 

- Behold Saint Ckispin's picture, fltiange to tell, 

The low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 
Of little Louis deck the dirty cdl ; 
How dii^rent from the lolty L^vrns's paint I 

*'See! his hard Master catches up the strap, 

And lashes the young King's poor back and side— 

vHow! Hog his Majesty!— for wkat mishap? 
Ye gods ! because he spoil'd a bit of hide I 

Nay, hear theoniel ty vamt thus exclaim! 
^^ Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name; 

'^ 'Tis all mere nonsense, sound, and stuff together; 
^^ Don't think, because thy ancestors, so great^ 
'^ Have to vl paring brought a glorious State, 

<^ I gire thee leaie to spoil apiece of leather." 

And 
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And now behold the little tears, like peas, 
Course o'er his tender che^ in silence down ; 

And now, with bitter grief, he feds'and sees 
The difl'rence ' twixt « a stirrup and a crown. 

Folly! iomsike a cobbkrof A-King! 

'Tis such a piece of-madness, to my. mind-! 
What could Contention hope from such a thing^ 

The race Is fit for na/Atn^>*— of the kind. 

Heav'ns! then hdwduU I am! It was disgraee 
France meant to put upon the royal race; 
<^ Aye, and disgrace upon the Cobbler to9^^* 
Most impiMently roars the Man of Shoe. 

'G ^rom the lapstone set the Monarch freet 
O snatch the stirrup from his royal knee ; 
Pull the hand leather off and seize the4iwl4 
ISeize too the hammer that his fingerstall ! 

Soldiers ! to Paris nish«»«trike Roberspier&c> 
Knock Danton down, and crucify Barrere; 
Crush tiie'<vfle egg which from the Serpent springs, 
To dart th' enyenom'd fai^ at sacred Kings. 
'O soldiers, whose your skin*m(mey, I pray ? 

At thirty guineas each— how dear your hides ! 
Much should I like the contract, let me say : 

Thrice lucky Rogue, that o'er your liires;presides ! 

Th^ pray don't grumble. Sirs, should ye be shot; 

That Is to say, if ye desire to thrive; 
J^or know, if death should prove your lucky lot, 

You're worth a vast deal more than when alive. 



-:r0STSCBIFT. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

^0 W God bless our ^ood King, and this good wftr^ 
And d-nm that wicked word we call Reform; 

Breeding in Britain so much horrid jar, 

So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous storm! 

Yet in the mouths of Pitt and Richmond's Lord, 
Once what a sweet and inoffensive word ! 
Thus proving the delightful proverb true, 
^ What's meat to me^ may poison be to ^ou." 

And now God bless once more good Mister Pitt, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty; 

And may this Gentleman's most ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty ; 

And as the kingdom hath unclench'd its fist, 

Pick out a few odd pence for Civil List. 

We are too rich—* Dame Fortune grows too saucy, 
Wealth is inclined to be confounded brassy. 

War is i wholesome blister for the back; 

Draining away the humours all so gross; 
Else would the Empire be of guts a sack — 

A f alstaff-— woolsack—- an unweildy Joss. 

War yieldeth such rare spirits to a nation ! 
Giving the blood so brisk a circulation ! 
A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat, 
Should never, never, never be ^oo/a^« 
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ODE. 

Cats and Princes very much alike. 

A CAT who from a vrindow peepeth oiU, 
" Is YCTj iike a Cat who peepeth i>*"— • 
Thus is it 6aid---aiid he who is no k>ut, 
Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin. 

For Princes looking up towards a throne, 

Are yery much like Pkinces looking down; 

That is, love pow'r, lov« wealth, have great propensities^ 

Sublimely dealing ever in immensities* 

Fringes have clawing passions too, I ween- 
Yes, msLuy & foreign King tLTkd foreign Queen *y 

With stomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider^ 
The subject and a king, m foreign land, 
I often have been giv'n to understand, 

Are a poor Jack-ass aiid his Rider* 



ODE TO TYRANT?. 

PzTER, with his poetical broomsticlt, belaboureth foreign Tyrants-^ 
Taketh the part of the oppressed Poor— Asketh tyrants knotty and 
puzzling questions — Givethaspeech of Cato.— Peter seriously in> 
formeth them that they are not like the LoAd.i^Pctcr lakefiha survey 
of the furniture of their heads.— Peter soiemnly d«clareth that the 
Million doth not like to be ridden — Givcth an insolent speech of 
Tyrants, and calleth them Highwaymen. — ^Thc Tsylor and the Satin 
Breeches. — ^The Shoemaker and the Shoes.-^Feter lamenteth that 
there should be somt who' think ii^ sin to resist Tyrants. — ^Advisctb 
them to read .^op's fables. 

J^JIO^ and what are ye, sceptred bullies?— -speak, 

That millions to i^our will must bow the neck, 
IaiI^ ox^like, meanly take the galling joke? ' 

Philosophers 
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Philosophers your ignorance despise ; 
K'en Folly, laughing, iifts her maudlin eyeB, 
And freely on your uisdoms cracks her joke. 

How dare je on the men of labour tread, 
Whose honest toils supply your mouths with bread ; 
Who, groaning, sweating, like so many hacks, 
W^ork you'the very clothes upon your backs ^ 

Ck>the8 of ciUamii^y I fear, 

That hold in ev'ry stich a tear. 

Who sent you ? — ^Not the Lord who rules on high, 
Sent you to Man on purpose from the sky, 

Because of wisdom it is not a proof: 
Show your credentials^ Sirs:— if ye refuse^ . 
Terrific Gentlemen,^ our smiles excuse, 

Belief most certainly will keep aloof. 

Old iFirtuoufS ragged Cato, on a day^ 
Thus to the Soothsayers was heard to say, 
^^ AuGuas ! by all the gods it is a shame, 

" To gull the mole-ey*d million at this rate; 
<^ Making of g&ping blockheads such a game, 

^^ Pretending to be hand and gloTe with Fatb ! 

<^ On guts and garbage when ye meet, 

*^ To carry on the holy cheat, 

*' How is it ye preserve that solemn grace, 

^' Nor burst with laughter in each odier'i face?" 

Thus to our courtiers. Sirs, might I exclaim-— 

** In wonder's name,. 
*^ How can ye meanly grov'Jing bow the head 

*' To pieces of gilt gingerbread? 
" Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tel! Key, 
^' To please the creature that ye should despise?^ 

Tyransts, with all your wonrferftrF dominion. 
Ye ar'n't a whit like God, in my opinion; 

F Z Though 
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Though 1/ou think otherwise, I do presmnc r 
Hot to the marrow with the ruling lust. 
Fancying your crouching subje6ts so much dust^ 

Your lofti/ selves the mighty sweeping broom. 

Open thfe warehouses of all your brains ; 

Come, Sirs, turn out — let's see what each contains : 

Heav'ns, how ridicuioue! what motley stuff I 
Shut, quickly shut again the brazen doors ; 
Too much ol balderdash the eye otplorai ; 

Yef ^ shut them^ shut them, we hare leen enoughs 

Are these the Beings to bestride a world ? 

To such sad beasts, has God his creatures hurl'df 

Men want Hot TS^rflw^*— 'Overbearing knaves; 
Despots that rule a realm of slaves; 

Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race? 
Charm'd with the music of their clanking chains, 
l^eaa■''u with the fog of State that clouds their brains, 

Who cry, with ail the impudence of face, 

<* Behold your gods ! — down, rascal, on your knees ; 

" Your money, miscreants — quick, no words^ no strife^ 
^' Your lands too, scoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, lieas; 

*' And thank our mercy that allows you life!^' 

Thus speak the Highwatmen in purple pride. 
On Slavery^s poor gall'd back so wont to ride. 

Who would not laugh to see a Taylor bow 

Submissive to a pair of satin breeches ? 
Saying, " O ! breeches, all men must allow 
*' There's something in your aspect that bewitches! 

*^ Let me admire you, Breeches, crown'd with glory; 
^' And though / made you, let me still adore ye: 
<^ Though a Rump's humble servant, form'd for need, 

^^' To keep it warm, yetj Lord! you are so hnc, 
<^ I cannot think you are my wort indeed-^ 
^^ Though merely mortal, lo ! ye seem divine !" 

Who 
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Who would not quick exclaim, <^ The TAT£Olfc^S Bad!** 
Yet Tyrant-ftdoration is as l^adb' 

See! Crispin makes a pair of handsome shoes. 
Silk and bespangled, such as ladies use— - 

Suppose the shoes so proud, upon each heel, 
Perk it in Crispin's face, with saucy pride. 
And all the meanness of his trade deride, 

And all the state of self-importance feel : 

Tell him the distance between ihem and him, 
Crispin would quickly cry, ^* A pretty whim ! 

'' Confound your little bodies, though so fine, 
^^ Is not the silk and spangles that ye boast 
" Put on you at mif proper cost? 

^* Whatever's on ye, is it not all mine? 
" Did not I put you thus together, pray ?'^ 
What could the simple shoes in answer say ? 

There too are some (thank IBeav'n they do>iioi swarmy 
Who deem it foul to stay a Tyrant's arm^ 

That fallH Mith fate upon their humble skulls: 
Some for a Despot's rod* hare heair'dtHe sight 
Let such on wiser iEsop cast an eye. 

And read (he fable of the Frogs, the fools. 



THE FROGS AND JUPITER, 

THE Frogs, so happy, 'midst their peaceful pond^ • 
Of Emperors grew at oace extremely fond ; 

Yes, yes, an Emp'ror was a glorious thing; 
Each really took it in his addle pate, 
^Twould' be so charming to exchange their state I , 

An Emperor would such heaps of bosses brin^! 

Sudden out hopt>^d the Nation on the grasR, 
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and lass, 
A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Joye^ 

F3 And 
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And pray the gods to send an EmpWor down, 
'Twas such a pretty thing, th' Imperial Crown I 
So form'd. their pleasures, honours, to improve. 

Forth from his old blue zceather^box, the Skies, • 
Jove briskly stcpp'd, with two wide-wond'ring eyes: 

'' Mynheers," quoth Jove, *' if ye are wise, be quiet ; 

^^ Know when you're happy"— ^but he preach'd in vain ; 
They made the most abominable riot ; 

*' An Emp'ror, Emp'ror^ yes, we must obtain," 

*^ Well, /aAreone," cry'd the God, and down he swopp'd 
A monstrous piece of wood, from whence he chopped 

Kings for the gentlefolks of ancient days : 
Stonn'd at the sound, the frogs all shook with dread ; 
Like dabchicks, under water push'd each head, 

Afraid a single nose so pale to raise. 

At length one stole a peep, and then a second j 
Who, slily winking to a ihird frog, beckon'd ; 

And so on, till they all ofotain'd a peep ; 
Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew, 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new. 

Bold on his Majesty brgan to leiip: 

Such hopping this way, that way, off and on !" 
Such crosLking, laughing, ridiculing fun ! 

In short, so very shameful were they grown ; 

So much of grace and manners did they lack^ 
One little villain saucily squat down. 

And, with a grin, defil'd the Royal Back. 

Now unto Jove they, kneeling, pray'd again^ 

*^ .O Jupiter, this i$ so sad a beast, 
<* So dull a Monarch — so devoid of brain t 

" Give us a king of spirit y Jovb, at least. ^* 

Thft 
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The god comply'd, and sent them Emp'rou Stork, 
Who with his loving subjects went to work ; 
ChasM the poor sprawling imps from pool to pool^ 
Resolr'd to get a handsome belly full. 

Now gasping, wedged within his iron beak, 
Did wriggling scores most lamentably squeak : 
Bold pushed the £mp*ror on, with stride so noble, 
Bolting* his subjedls with majestic gobble. 

Again the croaking Tribe began to pray, 

'Midst hoppings, scramblings, murder, and dismay ; 

" O save us, Jove, from this inhuman Turk ! 

'' O save us from this Imp of Hell ! 
'' Mynheers," quoth Jove, pray keep your Emifroir 
^' Stork — 

" Fools never know wlienthey are arc//." 



OI>E. 

Peter givcth » gentle trimming to the Jackets of foreign Potentates;: 
aud a pair of pretty Fables, by way of looking-glasses, lor their 
Most High Haughtinesses. 

EMPRORS, and Popes, and Nabobs, mightj/ thiugs^ 
I think^ too, we may take m foreign Kings, 
Too often deem their humble Makers, Slaves; 
Now such high Folk are either fools or knaves, 
Or both together probably — a case 
That happens frequently amongst the Race, 
Methinks now, this is scandalous— Uis hatefu! — 
Wicked, and, what is full as bad, ungrateful. 

* A term to be found in the Hiampshire Diflionary, implying a 
rapid deglutition of bacon, without the sober ceremony of mastication. 
It is, moreover, to be observed, that Hampshire servants, who are 
hicon-hlterSf have always less wages than bacon-c^corr;. 

The 
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The Great of many a Continent and Isli?,. 
Enough to make the isourest Cynic smile, 

Or, as the proverb says, " make a dog laugh^^* 
Think honours from thems&lvea arise alone ; 
Thus are their Makers at a distance thrown, 

Consider'd as mere mob, mere dirt, mere chalT. 

Thfi following Fables then will Jet them kno^r, 
What to us riffraff of the world they owe^ 



TH« 

DIAMOND PIN 

AK0 THE 

FARTHING CANDLE,. 

A FABLE. 

UPON a Lady's toilet, full of lustre, 
A tii'mond Pin one night began ta bluster: 
Full of conceit, like some young flirting girl, 
Her senses lost in Vanity's wild whirl ; 

Highly disgusted at a Farthing Candle, 
Left by the Lady of th« brootn^ 
Nam'd Susan, «lipp'd into another room, 

Sometkwg of consequence to handle-— 

*< You nasty tallow thing," exclaim'd Miss Pin, 
" Pray keep your distance— don't stay here, and wink;: 

<* I loath ye — ^you and all your greasy kiu'— 

<< Goodheav'ns! how horribly you iDok and stinky" 

^^ Good Lord! Mxs« Pm," Mi^ CANmcE quick re- 

^^ Soften a little that ungrateful pride : 

« Yoa 
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*^ You sKine indeed — to this I must agree: 
" Yes, Miss J you make a rery pretty blaze ; 
'* But let me tell yc, that your wondrous rays^ 

'^ Owe all your boasted brilliancy to mc." 

" IIow! MoJam Impudence ! rejoin'd Miss Piw, 
First with a frown, and then a scornful grin ; 
^' I should tiot|, fcur^^ hav^ diTeanit id Ihai^ 
" MiwFAtl" 

'^ RuiAN," Mill Candls bAwrdi ^^SuiAVi eomo b«r«^ 
^^ Such Muicy langutge I'll no longer beftrt 
<< Suian, come, latlity the LwlyU doub(-» 
^< Take me away, I say, or blow mo out.*' 

SuiAN, who, lUt'nlng, hoard the groat diipute^ 
By no meani could refute MIm Caudle'i luit; 

So into darkness Susan blew her beam: 
<< Nowy^^ with a sharp sarcastic sneer, 
<< Nowy^ quoth Miss Candls, no», my dear, 

<< Where is of radiance now your boMted btre^m? 

<< Where are your keen and fascinating rays, 
<< Ten thousand of them-— such a mighty blazer*' 
Miss Di'mond star'd, and star'd, and star'd again, 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 

Quite YanishM ! not a single ray displayed ! 
£ach sparkl^ swallow'd in the depth of shade ! 
Alter'd, quite alter'd, sadly disappointed, 
The bones of her high pride disjointed, 

'^ I fear," quoth Pin, " I much mistake my nature.*' 
*^ True," answered Candle, '^ true, my dear Miss Pin ; 
<' Lift not, in future, quite so high your chin, 

^^ But show some rey'rence for your Blaze-creator.** 



Tim 



(SO) 

THE SUN 

ANfr 

THE PEACOCK, 

A FABLE. 

A PEACOCK, moimted on a barn one day. 

Blest with a quantum svfficit of pridej 
All consequence amid the so!ar ray, 
Spread with a strut his circling plumage wide* 

" Good morrow, (qnoth the Coxcomb) Master Sujt; 

** Your brassy face has greatly been admired— 
** Now pray, Sol, answer me---I'in not in fua— 
f *5 What is there in it to be so deslr'd I 
** If I have any eyes to sec, 
^^ And, that I have, is clear to me^ 
^^ My tail possesses far more splendid grace, 
^^ By far more beauty than your Worship's /ac«/' 

The Sun look'd down with smiles upon the fowl, 
Supposing it at first an owl: 

And thus with gravity reply'd, '^ Sir, know, 
*^ That though unluckily my fVorship^sface 
^' Seems far beneath your tail in splendid grace, 

" Still to 7nyface that glitt'ring tail you owe.'^ 

*< Poh! (quoth the Peacock) Master Sun, 
*^ Your Highness loves a bit of fan^ 

^^ I beg your pardon,'* answered Sol again— 
'^ And, if you please, I'll condescend to show 
^^ How much to me you ev'ry moment: owe 

*^ The boasted beauties of your waving train." 

'' Agreedy 
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<' Agreed, with all my soul," the Bird replyM, 
In ail the fnlUblown insolence of pride; 

" To credit such a tale I'm not the noddy : 
^^ Prove that the glorious plumage I display 
^' Owes all its happjr colours to thy ray, 

'' D-m'me I'll tear mj feathers from my body/' 

The challeng'd Sun in clouds withdrew 
His flaming beams from ev'ry view, 

And o'er the world a depth of darkness spreads 
The bats their churches left, to wing the air; 
The cocks and hens and cows began to stare, 

And sulky went all supperless to bed; 
For not an almanack had op'd its lips 
About so very wond'rous an eclipse. 

The Peacock too, amongst the rest 
Of marv'Uing fowl and staring beast, 
Turn'd to his feathers with some doubt, 
Amaz'd to .And his hundred eyes put out ; 
Indeed all nature appear'd as black 
As. if old Sol had popp'd into a sack. 

Pleas'd with his triumph, from a cloud, 
The Sun, still hiding, call'd aloud, 

** Well! can ye merit to my face Mow ? 
" What's now your colour ; where your hundred eyes ? 
^^ The miogled radiance of a thousand dies ; 

'^ Speak, Master Peacock, what^s your colour now ?" 

<^ What colour!" quoth the Bird, as much asham'd 
^s courtiers high by loss of office tam'd — 
*' To own the truth, much-iujur'd Phoebus, know^ 
^^ Pm not one atom better than a crow. 
^< I see my folly— pity my poor train ; 
f^ And let thy goodness bid it shine again. 
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Tyrants of eastern realms, whose subje6ls' noses, 
Like a smith's Yice, your iron pow'r incloses; 
AVho treat your people just like dogs or swine ; 
The meaning of my tale, can ye divine ? 
If not^ go try to find it, I beseech ye, 
And«do not let your angry Subjects teach je* 
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THE ACADEMIC PROCESSION 

TO 

SAINT JAMES'S, 

AN ODE. 



Hare Band ! whom wide-mouth'd Mob with (hout; shall hail; 
^TST at the hc£d^ and Wilton at the Uil ! 
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^CONTENTS. 

*Petir, rafter the. manner oF Parsons, ptAyeth for godd 
weather. — He beggeth Morning to smile on the meat 
and drink, and the cavalcaditift Members of the Royai. 

Academy. Peter upbraideth Mister Wilton f(y 

'guzsling porter with /i^izf reople helotVf :yA\tti he shpvii 
be above amongst the Antiques. — The Cavalcade - defc 
scribed. — It arriveih at Saint James's. — The Members 
tremble. — ^They appear before their Sovereign.-— They 
fall on their faces-. — They get tip again. — The President 
receives the honour of iKxiiglunood«-^He feeleth himself 
metamorphosed into a sublimer ereature.— A most orisinal, 
beautiful, and striking comfiaiison between Mister West*s 
new state and that of a. Butterfly.. — Peter wondereth at 
.the great power of a "Sword and a word, and wisheth 
they could improve > the '^iiterary abilities of Mr. West. — 
The Members kisskhands; who, Peter thinketh, would 
gladly kiss an^ oifcer-part than no part of Majesty. 



iSDVERTISEMENT 

to 

THM reader: 



XARTllLXira ECJiSEIt) 

SOON after tlie death of Dr. Johicbon, a subicrtptibn 
for a Moavmeiit to the memory of that celebrated 
• Moralist being in cwealation amongst the^#r people 
itf the kingdom^ the Royal Acadbmt generously and 
•uaniraoasl^rTOted One Hundred Pounds towards tho' 
expenses, as a tribnte of regard for so extraordinary a 
Man, and on^ of their own Members; Dr. Johnson 
holding the phice of Protcssor or Modern Liter a. 
TURE. This resolution being presented to the King,, his 
Majestt^ in consideration of the extreme poverty of 
the JSLoTAh AcAj»«if¥, instead of giring the RorAX 
>As8Birr, ki^<yed* the ^yal V«to.-^o much foi Dr^ 

lOHNSON* 

In consequence of the exalted idea entertained by the 
Members of the Royal Academy of the late Presi. 
dent's (Sir Joshua Reynolds) discourses, they re. 
solved in council that an elegant edition should be 
printed at the expense of the Academy ; one copy to be 
presented to each of the Members ; the remainder of 
the copies to be deposited in the Library of the Aca« 
demy; and a copy to be given occasionally to the 
most successful Student, and to' the newly-ele6ied Aca- 
demicians. This resolution was also offered to the 
King, who, on account of the still reigning poverfi/ 
of the Academy, put a period tO the proceedings, by 
a EoYAL Veto ! 

G 3 MlSTEIt 
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Mister West, the present extraordinary Pkesideitt 
of the RoyaJ Academy, u»terrified by. Royal Yetos,, 
with and htf the advice of his Council, magnaniniouslji: 
produced another string of resolutions :— tiz* to beg ta 
be permitted to eat and drink^ iotU virtbus^ in spite of 
the Academy's j>ov0r/y> the Acadbmt's and his Ma* 
jesty's good health, amidst mountains of meat and 
oceans of drink; to present an address of humble 
th^pks to his Majesty for his unexampled munificence 
to his own Academy; and to be indulged with the 
honour of presenting a handsome Medal of Gold to 
his Majesty, to her Majesty, to the Prince of 
Wales, and to the Princess Royal. These resolu* 
tions vfereforttunately received by Majesty with tha 
most ^flattering €i^rdi^ity; and this day^ all these thin^ 
(God willing) are to be performed and executed^ to- 
gether with the most as^ust and sublime ceremony of 
Mister Benjamin West's Knighthood** 

Redfiunt Saturnia Regna! 

* Since the first editioo, the Poet (as hath been sometimes the caic 
-with the most inspired chara^ers} finds himself mistakfca ; the cer6> 
Aiony did not take place: had this neplus ultra of laugh^le and de- 
graded Knighthood happened^ the Knightt of Pef Nichohm would 
have keid up their heads, * . 



THE 



( S7 > 



THB 

ACADEMIC PROCESSION 

TO 

SAINT JAMES'S. 



SOL, put thee on thy best gold wig to-day: 
Let rude December be the geatle May ; 
Chain'd be the tempests, and well bung'd the rain; 
Nor let a fog his sullen twilight spread, 
As lately darkening bade us think the head 
Of some IIiGu.TiTLED Man was cleft in twain. 

Yes, yes, let Morn look down with smiling pride, 
' And smile on roast, and boiPd, and bak'd, and fry'd, 

And grill'd, and devilPd, gums of Genius greeting; 
Smile too upon the Academic Men, 
Respectables indeed ! who, nine in ten. 

Well as of painting^ know the art of eatings 

Smile too on the procession — grateful Throng, 
That glorious through the Strand shall move along| 

And at Saint James's give th' address of hjoney; 
Full of rich loyalty and candied praise, 
For royal favours that a world amaze! 

riz. pictures, statues, drawings, books, and money. 

Rare Band ! whom wide-moath'd Mob with shouts shall 

hail; 
West at the head, and Wilton at the tail. 

, G3 Yet 
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Yet let not Wiltox join the glorious rear; 
No, let not Wilton in the band appear; 
Wilton, who, lazy beer-admiring Master, 
For Whitbread, quits his pupils and their plaster; 
Deserts, for common serring^men, the room, 
And hobs or nobs with Ladies of the Broom: 

Preferring thus black Charles's* iEthiop face 
To Belvidere Apollo's h^ad and grace ; 

O fie! 'midst vulgar porter-pots regaling; 
Who leav'st great Herclles for poor gr*y John+,. 
And, what must shock the feelings of a stone. 

The youthful Venus for old Mother MalinoJ. 

See! from yon Dome, amid th' expe6lant throngs 
Slow moves the tribe of Benjamin along. 

While Fame before them with her trumpet flies; 
Whilst on their heads, from bulks and chimney-tops. 
As thick as herrings, or as thick as hops. 

Wild Admiration casts her countless eyes. 

And now they reach the Gate of Adoration 
And now a very sudden palpitation 

Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel ! 
And now of Royalty th' ele6tric shock. 
Just as a man upon the black-brow'd rock 

Has oft experienc'd from the numbing Eel.§ 

And now they panting mount Saint James's stairs,. 
In goodly order and in goodly pairs ; 

NoAv at the Hall of Audience they arrive; 
Now 'midst the blaze of Majesty they fall 
Prone on their faces, like affrighted Paul, 

Half dead, alas! poor Saint! and half alive., 

♦ A Servant of the R. Academy. 
+ An old Servant also of the R. Academy. 
^ A Servant likewin of the £^Acadcipy« 
S The Torpedo. ' "^^ . 

See 
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See them, like Dine-pins tumbled on the plaiaf 
And now they get npoa their ends again !— 

Behold grave Benjamiit th' Address present ! 
Now on his knees (his soul's first wish !) delighted^ 
Behold once.Quaker Benjamin be-knighted, 

Amidst a moon-ey'd host of wonderment ! 

Now oa his shoulder drops the magic sword : 
'^ Arise Sir Benjamin!" the Sotebeign says— ^- 

Happy, the Knight ariseth at the word, 

And feels himself o'erwhelm'd with glory's rays.. 

In bolder streams his blood begins to flow; 

His heart sublime, a richer torrent pours ; 
He looks contemptoous oa the mob below, 

And, swelling, now a pyramid he tow'rs. 
With Lords behold him talk — ^with Ladies chat 
Of sceptres,, snuff, rebellions, and all that. 

Thus from his humble shop the silken Worm 

That crawVd at first the earth, to man's surprise^ 

Bursts forth with splendour — ^what an angel form ! 
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the skies 7 

Talks to this metdy Lord, and now that Fair, 

So happy mingling with the Tribes of Air I 

Ah! dwellcth sach rare virtue latkSVffordT 

Ah ! lodge th such huge magic in a word ? 

Good heav'ns! what pity for th' unletter'd Knight^ 

They cannot teach to speak and read and write! 

And now they humbly all kiss hands so sweet; 
How blest the hand of Majesty to greet! 

For which, miles high would thousands gladly jump r 
And would but sacred Majesty permit^ 
Such really is Ambition's raging hty 

(Unlike Rabelais the rogue*) they'd kiss the rump I 

♦ The story of Rabelais running from the Pope's presence is too 
wd4 known to be repeated. 

Now 
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Now clolh*d with kmiour, see the troep retreat! 
Now Majesty's good health they drink and eai! 

Now, maudlin, Ma/esty's good liealth disgorgei 
Now on poor kinglets FmaNCS they ran their rigs \ 
Now mad for Majesty they bom their wigs! 

Now, loyal, fry their watches * for King George ! 

* This farce was a£bally performed during the late reign, in the 
full form of loplty, by the Mayor and Aldermen of a ccriain Cot- 
poratiott in a western county. 
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Qlne hnmaiM Petition of Uiq Pmbicms ]Iotal«^Hm M-i^y\ 
febiikefui ii^ly» Adl of €^nuideur, and favottimbic to tne 
"Wif intc0e8l>*-The Pkimcbss letimwAs tubliaie t com- 
fMrisoo at cv«r entered the head of man* as AoDisoti 
«aid of his Jngel^uauh in hit fiunout and long-foigotten 
^ampaigii<«*-The PsivcBas Adovsta petitioned! with 
equal «aocew^^A most beaolifiil oomparison also on the 
oeeaaieii^»^The Bard again eddnesses the MosB-^Hie 
<3ooKS turn lank Cownids, as wtHl as their Wifes and 
•Dan^ten, everpoweied by the blaae of Majbstt, and a 
folden Coe^^-A Bible Simiit^A senilbte Exdamation of 
the PoBT on the unexpeetcd Cowardice of the Cook8->- 
•A fine West Indian Comparison — The Poet |>athetically 
moumeth over the sradual Decav of Royalty — The im* 
rpudent and foolish Speech of the Mob in regard to Royalty 
and the Grbat^— The Poet*s short and judicious Reflec* 
tion on the Speech of the Mob — ^The CoOk-Major'b 
diathetic Speech to the King — ^Madam Schwbllbnbbro 
•Most scornfully and angrily replicth to the Cook-Major^ 
Speech — ^Another Great Lady's Speech, composed of 
'less acrimony than Madam So hwrllen berg's — His 

•M y adviseth the Cooks to be quietly shaved, and pro- 

^seth them Wigs gralis^-A^AUE Avarice reroonstrateth 
to M— y on the folly ^of the Present of Wigs> with 
-strong and economical reasons— -Dame Avarice abuseth 

some of the Quality; and applaudeth her M ^y for 

Hhe many instances of her saving Powers — His M y 

becometh a Convert to the Speech of Dame Avarice— 
The Poet's fine Reflection on Generosity— His M y 
-ordereth the Cooks to be seated for the Shave —The K— 
^peaketh Marvels in favour of Majesty — Deep reflections 
of the Poet on Am^bition, with the various examples of 
her Power-^The Cooks at length submit to be shaved — 
An American comparison on the occasion, perhaps not 
fileasing to certain Great People ! — The Pobt addresseth 
the Muse on the want of a Battle, so necessary to an Epic 
Poem — ^The Poet, glorying in Honour, tefuseth to maketh 
a Battle where there was none ; proclaiming, at the same 

time, his ability, were a Battle necessary — ^His M r 

exalteth in his Victoiy over the Cook»— His M Y 

«ndeavoureth to prove by assertion the property of the 
LousB — Also the Certainty of its being a real Louse, by 

his gjreat acquaintance with Natural History — ^The K , 

in his great justice, thoweth the little Animal, by way 

of 
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of conviction-7-The Poet exhibiting liblical and classical 
Knowledge in an Account of Animds that liavc spoken^ 
in order to reconcile the Reader's reroking mind to the 
JSpeech of the LousE*^The Louse speechifieth, and gireth a 
wonderful History of Himseff, hb Family, and Mitfortune 
— Louse proveth the superior Antiquity of his Race to that 
of Kings — ^The K " ■■', in wrath, giveth Louse the lie, 
and endeavoureth his destruction — ^phtr, trembling at his 
-danger, suddenly beareth him off to the celestial Ke^on^ 
and, after twice changing his mind, converteth him into a 
Star, discovered soon after by the Great Doctor Her8«- 
CHELL, and his Spy-Glass, which, in compliment to his 
Majesty, thel>ocTOR baptized the Georoivm S^dus-! U 
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CANTO THE FIFTH. 

NOW with the sweetest lips that Iotc inspire. 
The Princess Royal thus address'd her Sire : 
'^ O Sir, for once attend a daughter's pray'r— - 
" Restrain yftur fury from your peopk's hair: 
^' A thousand blessings will their mouths bestow, 
*' And every heart with gratitude o'eriiow : 
^' For such a vidf'ry, who would ^ivc a fig? 
" Pray, Sir, don't make them wear a nasty wig." 
Such sounds, so sweet, that most divinely broke, 
As might have mollified the sturdy oak, 
Were fruitless doom'd on royal ears to fall ! 
Yet Music drove the Devil out of Saul I 
To HER the King, with most astonish'd eyes, 
And surly wrinkled brows so stern, replies: 
^' What, what? not f/tave 'em, ^Aarc 'em, now they're 
'^ caught? 

^ '* What! have this pretty hubbub all for nought? 

I " No, no, girl; no, girl; no, girl — no— 

f '' Beg on till doomsday^ girl — it shan*t be so. 

I " How, how, pray, would it look, bow, how, pray, 
'' look? . ' 

'^ People would swear I could not shave a Cook., 
^^ You call wigs nastif^ Miss? Fine speech, indeed I 
" Don't, don't you see Tve one upon my head? 
"Go back, go back, Miss Pert," he bluntly cried; 
Then with his elbow push'd the nymph aside : 

Vol. III. H Although 
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Although the Monarch did not box her ears, 
He drown'd the radiance of her eyes with tears. 

Far from the wrathful King the Maid withdrew^ 
And veil'd her modest beauties from his view. 
Thus when the virgin Morn her blushes spreads, 
And paints with purest ray the mountain heads; 
Behold, those blushes so divine to shroud, 
The surly BoRiuis gathers ev'ry cloud ; 
Bids the huge phalanx seek the smiling East, 
And blot the lustre of her crimson vest : 
From pole to pole extends the blackening band; 
Cloud pressing cloud, obeys his ru4e commands 
In tears she moves away, the heav'niy Maid, 
And leavers him Monarch of the^mighty shade* 

Now o'er the Sovereign's shoulder with a sigl^ 

The fair Augusta casts a pitying eye; 

And whisper'd to her Sire a tender pray'r, 

To save from razor-rage the heads of, hair.; 

When, lo! the King! 

" What, 1/ou too, Miss, petition {pireach knaxe.? 

^' You, you, top,,JMiss, an ^emy.tosft«re.^" 

Mr^X^ was the Ma.id ;- when »oft f»Qm King and^Cooks, 
Concern'd, she shrunk away, with sweetest looks: 
Thus, o'er a murky cloud the Moon so bright, 
Oft' gives a peep of momentary light ; 
Muich as to say, " 1 avish ray smiles to grant, 
*' TovChecr yo^ darkling mortals, but 1 can*t.^' 
Sing, heax'nly Goddess, how the Cooks behav'd. 
Who ^w ore they'd alLbe d— ^n'd ere they'd be shav'd^ 
Who peun'd to Majesty the bold petition, 
And daring fum'd with rebel opposition ! 

Cow'd, cow'd, alas! theXiOrds of sancepans feel«- 
Kaeh heart so valVous sunk into the heel : 
A^l, lo! eacH^threat'ning Amasoniaa Dame, 
Jler spirit drooping, and ;extiii^ her ilam^— 

For, 
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For, lo! of Majesty the powerful blaze, 

His coat's bright gold, and eyeballs rolling gaze, 

Just like the light that cover'd sad Saint Paul, 

Flash'd on their visages, and smote them all ! 

Who could have thought that things would thus hate 

ended? 
Fate seemingly a dreadful cra^h intemied! 
Such stately resolution in the Cooks, 
Such fierce demeanour in tlieir spouses looks! 
But thu6 in Western India JoYe ordains 
At times an aspect wild of hurricanes : 
Dark grower the sky, with gleams of threatening red : 
All nature dumb, the smallest zephyr dead — 
Bird, beast, and mortal, trembling, pausing, stiii, 
Expectant of the tempest's mighty will, 
'frcmendons pause! when, lo! by small degrees,. 
Light melts the mass ; with ttfe returns the breeze ; 
And Danger, on his clond, who ^owl*d dismay, 
Moves «ullen with his congregated glooms away. 
How strange tiiat Kings, with borrowed plumes who soMy 
Should make the very mng-makers adore I 
Strange that the realm, by which a Monarch lives, 
Should tremble at the Majesty it gives! 
Strange that an £mpire so much reason wants^ - 
When bounteous Majesty a pension grants. 
As not to understand, the stupid stone, 
He granteth not^i sixpence of his ozsjit 
What's stranger stUf, indeed, to people's eyes, 
That Monarchs and Ihcir wt?«s should seem so a/Vtr/ 
But so it is indeed ! — and yet I hear 
That Majesty is falling from it? s|>here; 
War's mighty ^r*^-rtf^^ dwindling to a sfiiff'; 
The knees of Adoration waxing stiff. 
That bent sopliantly to folic of State-— 
Cock-turkey Grandeur verging to his fater 
But Time discovers truth — in folly far, 
Folk deem'd a beam from bogs a falling star^ 
And fancied thunder, all so dread^ ador'd. 
The voice tremendous of an anger'd Lord ^ 

112 The 
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The lightning his swift vengeance^— never dreamin|^ 

That mortals, ever poring, ever scheming, 

Should find that in a phial they should lock it. 

And bear heav'n's vengeance in their breeches pocket.^ 

In France, lo I Homage much has lost her awe^ 

And blushes now to kiss- the Lion^s paw : 

iVay, dares to fancy (an old rebel jade,Jf 

Kings and their thrones of like materials made; 

A ay, fancy too (on bold rebellion's brink) 

That subjects biivc a rig,ht to speak 9Lnd^ think f, 

Rcvileth kings, for praise and wonder born, 

Calleth CTQ^wns fools capsy that their heads adorn ;; 

xVnd sacred sceptres, which we here adore, 

Mean picklocks for the houses of the Foor^^. 

Thus Curiosity do longer springs, 

And wide^moutli'd Wonder gapes no more at Kikgsik 

Heavens! if Equality all ranks confounds, 

No more shall we be whistled to like hounds; 

Freedom will talk to Kings in dauntless, tone^ 

And female Majesty be \\x&i plain Joa^n! 

Now taking courage to his honest breast^ 
His hand the the Major energetic press'd; 
Cioth'd with humility's mild beam his eye,. 
He thus address'd the' Sovereign with a sigh:-«^ 
*' O Kiug^, you've call'd me an old fool to whine ;^ 
But I'm not o/rf-^still many a year is mine ; 
'' Tho' whito, as tho' from Time, my temples grow, 
^' 1ngratitl:j)e's cold hand liJ^th forni'd their snoM— .- 
'' Cjrief dims these eyes, and whitens evjery hair: 
'' And, lol my wrinkles are the tracks of caret 
*^ To tread Life's wild, unwounded by a thorn, 
^' Was ne'^r the lucky lot of w^oman-born. 
<< Man shouici be kind to man, O best of Kings,. 
" And try to blunt the ills that Nature brings;. 
^ Not bid the cup of bitterness o'erflow, 
" And to her thousands add another a?.pe.-^ 
<' Ah ! if a trijle can a smile employ^ 
*' How crucl^ Sir, to kill the infant joyL 

<« How 



<^ How faint of Happiness the scattered rwfy 
^ That <^eer« of life, alas ! the ttttie day f 
<^ While Cajub and 'Soaiiow'» iiiip4tlLe host intwief 
^^ And fiH a iMghiog universe wkh shade 1 
^ Then bid yo^ royal incUgnatiott^cease^ 
^^ Aod«ufer oor poor locks to peat ia peaoe.^'-— 
lie ended, —Now with scorn-so keen inspir'd^ 
And anger, ikninvited, undesir'd, 
Did Madam Sghweli>£nb£rg, deiroid of grac^^ 
O'er the Queen's shoolder poke her cat-like face;: 
** And thus-^" Mine Gote den-«-vat a saucy wretch ! 
^ How cleberly dis poor old fella preach I 
^ Bring him de polepit— dat he sal be pote in— » 
^^ ^AN beat de Mettodisses all ta notiit."-— ' 
Now spoke the 8ikh;»e of our most ^rious King^ 
Who dcem'd a loasea ?ery nasty thing; 
Tot folk of Strelita are so neat and dean, 
They think of vermu with abhorrent mien!-«^ 
For cleanliness fio-nmdi iw StreKtz thrives, 
Folks never saw a loose in all their lives.^ 
^* Mine Grotel ^BK>ng men an women, and detejasy 
^ DiS'fihave indeed -make very pretty noise'l 
^^ Goote Gote 1 imaike roat about a leetei hairt 
*< Wig be de fasbion^-^DixoN^ take de sha»r~>*' 
^ ^eet down, and don't make ^bubbubfthiiBt like pig.:? 
^^ Dere's noting terrible about a wig. 
^^ MineGolel de tremblin fellow seen afred^ 
^^ As if we put a tiger 'pon his head^-* 
^^ De Indies now wear wig upon der crown* f 
^^ So sheet you down, Jan Dixon, sheet you dowo,"^* 
^^ Cook tell his King, and Queei» be von^t be shave I 
^^ Egote! de Englis don't know how behave I 
" Let Cook say so in Strelitz, ah I mine Gotet 
^^ Dere m ould be soldiers dat would cut der troat^ 
^^ You know dat King an -Queen, you rebel^ Jax, 
" Can cut your head oil' in a moment, -man-^ 
^' Lord ! den, you may be ^nirfuU dat we sporty 
*' An only cut otf good-l<>r.n<HmJhair. 
'* You know dat in pur history ypa road^ 
^ How King of £i>glopd cut oil' Mibje<^». head!-— i"" - 
Ha > Yes,. 
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*^ Yes, pleaoie your Majesty," the Cook reply 'd^. 
^^ And something, if I don't mistake, bettde*^^ 
^^ How mbj^Bs also cut off keads of Kings ! 
** But these undoubtedly are horrid things— « 
*^ Wide from the truth then does the proTerh wander^ 
'^ Sauce for the goose, is sauce too for the gander?"— 
At this dire irony, with sable look,. 
The anger'd Queen of England sjuoie the Cook. 
Thus can the sweetest disposition fcel, 
And, when exeited, ring a glorious peal. 
Whene'er it happens, (but it happens rare) 
Look sharp, my Masteri-p-let the world beware* 
Thus water, all so.sieiple, cool, and mild, 
So soft^ it would not injure e'en a child, . 
Yet, goaded by the fire, how warm it grows. 
Displaying symptoms of disturb'd repose! 
Sudden it swells, and, o'er the cauldron's side,. 
Foams the fierce cataradi's tumultuous tide ; 
And, in a twinkling, see the foolish fire, 
Whelm'd by the. water, with a whiz expire* 
Now silence broke the King-^" Sit down, sit dawa!' 
^' Come, cpme, let every barber take his cjrown ; 
^' Pll show*, some mercy, t' ye nasty pigs; 
'' For mind, miird^ Uiind, l!ll pay tor all the wigs !^^ 
A't these last words, forth erawl'd an anuent Damjc^ 
Sharp^nos'd, half starved, and Avarice her name ;. 
With wrinkrd neck, and parch ment-like to view, , 
That e'en the coarsest 'kerchief seldom knew : 
With hawk-like eyes that glisten'do'er her gold, 
And, raptur'd, e\i'ry hour her treasure told; 
AVho of her. fingers form'd a comb so fair. 
And with a garter, fiUetted her hair; 
Who fiercely snatch 'd,. witli wild devouring eyes, . 
An atom of brown sugar from the flies ; 
IVIade a. sad candle from a dab.oC iat. 
And stole a stinking fish«-head from a cat; 
Sav'd of the mustiest bread the crumbs, and sees^ 
A dinner in the scrapinga of a cheese : 
Whiffing a stump of pipe, a. frequent treat, 
Tiiat gives the stomach smoke, poor thing! for meat :-^ 

Fortb 
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FoFth hobbled this old Dame, with shaking head. 

Like, in her crooked form, the letter zed^-^ 

The Palace-watch, aad guardian most severe 

Of drops of dying and of dead small beer:. 

A Dame' who hated idle d(^s and. cats^ 

And trembled at a rompus of the rats ; 

Nay listen'd, jealous scratching of a mouse,. 

Afraid tiie imp might swallow the whole house r. 

The careful proYiju:e her's to sell old shoes. 

Old hats, old coats, and breeches to the Jews ;. 

And drive, with dog-like fury, from the door, 

The plaintive murmurs of the famish'd poor :-— - 

The Dame who bade the great Sir.Fra.ncis sell 

The sacred pulpit, and. the good old Bell*! 

Forth. hobbl'd Sue,, and, in a quick shrill tone. 

Thus to the King of Nations spoke the Crone:-— > 

^^ God bless us, Sir^ why give me leave to say, 

" Your Majeaty is throwing, things away ! 

" What ! give the fellows wigs for every headL 

^' A piece of rare extravagance indeed ! 

'^ Let them buif wigs themselves^ a dirty crew I 

^ An't please your Majesty, what's that tpyou?.' 

^^ You buy the rascals wig$, indeed, so. nice I / 

*' It only gives encouragement to lice. 

" Marry come upj indeed, I say— new wigsL. 

" No— let them suffer for' t, the nasty pigs! 

" Lord! ihcy can well afford it — ^Sir, their hair 

^^ Costs (Ileav'n. protect us!) what would make yom 

'*• stare^. 
" Hours in the bacber'i hands, forsooth, they sit,, 
'' Reading the newspapers, and books of wit! 
^' Just like our men«of quality^ forsooth^ 
^^ Each full-ag'd gentleman, and dapper youth I 
'^ Newmarket now,« and now the Nation studying^ 
^^ In clouds of flour sufdcient for a pudding. 

^ Sir FrancM Drake. Verily^ this is a fa£l. The B&ronet- latelV 
disposed of the Pulpit and. Bell of the old Chapel at Nutwell, iit 
Devonshire, built by, his immortal ancestor. The annual interest of 
four shillings was too faitcinating to b&wlttetoodr 

« Lord I. 
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^ Lord! what extraTaganeelseeand hear! 

" Unlike your Majesty and Madam there, 

^' Our Great conBume and squander, fling a-way— ^ 

*' 'Tis rout and hnbbttb—^pend", spend, night and day S 

^ Such racketing fhat people's peaee destroys, 

" As if the worW -was only made for noise.— ^ 

^' Would ev*ry Dndiess copy our good jQneen^ 

" More money in their purses -woiild be -eeen y 

•* Her Majesty to thms's «an condescend, 

" Which our line quality, wiA nose an end, 

^ Behold with 9tic^ contempt, and mch » grin^ 

^^ As though a Kttle saving was a sin I 

•^ Her Majesty, -God bless her? does not scorw' 

** To see a sto^in^^-and a shoe well worn} 

" To mcnd^ or dam, or clean a lutestring gowir,, 

" So mock'd^ indeed, by all the^Great in town. 

" Her Majesty at Frogmore*, day and night,. 

^< Can to their labour keep her.pupils tight ;- 

'* See that^o Milliners no trifle goes,. 

*< That may be done 'Beneath her own great vosc;^. 

^ Hex Majesty can buy a hat, or cloak, 

" In shops, indeed, as cheap-as cwnmow/olfcr 

*^ She will trot be imposed upon, she says— 

** O what a good example for ot«" daj^s I 

*^ When Prudence dilates, lo I no pride she feels r. 

** Could order shoes to come with copper heels. 

** Yes, Majesty could nobly pride renounce, 

** And make a handsome jacket of a Jloimce; 

^ 'Stead of lavm gctuze^ descend^ Great Queen ! to crc^e^^ 

*^ And, 'stead of ribbon^ draw a gown with taipe^ 

*^ Turn hats to bonnets, by her prudence led, 

** And dean a tarnidh'd spangl'd shoe with bread ; 

*^ A gown's worn sleeve from longUy short devote, 

** And into pockets cut an upper coat ; 

** Cuts shifts to nightcaps, satin cloaks to muifsy 

^ And cahnly frill groat ribbons into isufls : 

* A Farm near Windsor, where, a pared of young women, tli«* 
Protegees of Majesty, are constantly cmployeu in working Beds, and 
¥«ry well know the meaning of the phrase — " Working one's finger*^ 
««' to th« stumps," 

^' Blest 
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^' Blest with the rarest economic 'wits, 

'^ Transform an old silk stocking into Mlts! 

'^ Transform too (so conyertible are things!) 

^^ E'en flannel petticoats to caps for Kings.-^ 

" And then your Majesty, whom God long keep! 

^^ How fond, indeed, of every thing that's cheap! 

** ' Best is best cheap'-^you very wisely cry ; 

" And so, an't please your Majesty, say I. 

^^ Lord bless us! why should people spend and riot?- 

^^ When people can so sace by living quiet ? 

*' Give to the ¥Qor^ forsooth! a rare exploit I 

" Catch what you can, and never ^re a doit. 

^* To Saying, every one should go toschool— 

*^ To my mind, Generosity's a tjool.*— 

<* Look at the Prince of Wales now, Sir, your son-^ 

*^ Poor youth ! by Generosity undone-^. 

<^ When was he ever known distress to scoot, 

<( And to a one.legg'd beggar say— ^ Qctt out!* 

<^ Instead of propeyr words, as, Varlet! Slave! 

<^ Go, to your parish, to your workhouse, knave!* 

<c In goes his hand, and out his purse he draws^ 

« Relieves the rogue, and violates the laws : 

<< With puling Pity's tears, his eyes o'erttow— * 

*^ Plague on his lips that never can say — ' No.' 

^^ He values money just as so much dirt ; 

<« And to a beggar's pray'r would give his shirtt 

<^ His open heart was maide for ruin--^rot it! 

^.^ I wonder where the dcv'i it was he got it.-^ 

« A pretty disposition his, in troth : 

^^ People should cut their garments to the cloth!: 

<« Besides, Sir, there's another ugly thing, , 

'^- He is not proud enough to be a king : 

<-' No distant carriage-his, no lofty mintl^ 

'« But all civility to all mankind: 

" All speak, their thoughts-— his friend^ don't matters. 

" mince, 
^f For nobody is frightened at the Prince: 
*^ He bids them all speak out^ without controul, 
^^ And scorns the sycophant who hides his souU, 

^ ^ ^What 
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*^ What sort of king he'll make, I cannot tell, 

^' With such a heart — and yet I wish him well. 

^ But kings should be close-fisted, proud, highflyers ji 

*^ Nay Authors say, too, Htfpocriteg and Liars. 

^' But, Sir, 1 beg your pardon — to return 

*^ To those same dirty Cooks that you^ should spurn-— 

^^ Give them no wigs, the Beasts I for, as I say, 

*^ 'Tis kindness and good money flung away." 

Thus endod Avaricc, at last, her speech, 

With praise of King and Qiieeo^ and saFing, richv 

Such words, deliTer'd with a solesn air, . 

Made the great Ruler of three kingdoms stare. 

<< Right, right, 'tis very right," the Monarch cries^ 

And on his millions rolls his mental eyes-* 

^ Right, Mistress Ai^arice, right, right, Indeed I 

^ I won?t buy wigs fop every na&rty head ; 

'^ No, no, tJley'll sare k, save it, a£ y^n s^— * 

** I wonH, I won't, I won't, iling pence away I" 

Here let us paAse a^ainr, and think how hard. 

That good intentions should be i^uickly marr'dL 

Ah ! Generosity's a tender plant^ 

Its root is weakly, and its bearings scant!. 

Selt-love, too near it, robs it of each ray^ 

And thirsty, sucks tlie rills of life away. 

Vile weed ! {like docks in coarsest soil they start^^ 

That thriveth in the cold and flinty hpart.— 

'' Come, come, sit down," the Monarch deign'd to 

rave ; 
<^ Cooks,'cooks,,sitdown—^omc, Barbers, shave, shaye„ 

'' shave. 
'' Yes, yes, I think 'tis right, 'tis right and just— • 
*' Indeed you must be shav'd— you must, you must» 
^' Cooks must not oi&er Kings and Prmces tow'r-— 
'^ Must ahow the world that we have got some pow'r*** 
Thus, by Ambition fir'd, the Monardi ended 
A speech to be transcended, but not mended. 
What difl''rent roads to Pame Amottion takes! 
What hubbub in this under -wodd she makes! 

Ambitiox,. 
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Ambition, the QueeiupasstoB of the soul-* 

Et'xi Love, swjaet Loye^ indeed, has lesi controul. 

Ambition makes the wise %fool at Court; 

Ambition drowns an Alderman in port : 

Ambition spurs our G&eat in plays to spoilt-^ 

Spurr'd Sir John IhcK to gain a star by Crauie: 

Bade Ladt Majit fw a eunuch sigh, 

And Richmond unto battles tarn his eycy 

To beam the cynosure of Bagshot wars, 

And giye Posterity a British Mars* 

Ambition bade sour J4>hkson lick the tfaroike^ 

And blink at et'ry merit but his own; 

BoswELL with praise a Hottenot besmear^ 

And give his country up to lead a Bear* 

Ambition bade Sir Will make new, old ju^, 

And bake his immortality in mugs : 

Bade round the world the fam'd iSiR Joseph float. 

To kiss Queen Oberea in the boat; 

And spurs him now his blood's last drop to sked^ 

In quest of butterflies without a head ; 

Ambition nobly spurr'd the King of Men 

To walk through Herschell's tube and back agen ; 

A deed whose lustre, - Enty must allow, 

Deep plann'd at Windsor, and performed at Slough*?"^ 

Ambition spurred the Man of royal birth. 

To humbie^ADAM Sohwellenbero to earth; 

Thus to the gardens of Imperial Kew, 

When Madam Schwellenberg, for health, withdraw, 

Aud round the .alleys of that fam'd abode, 

Sublimely ambling, on a Jack-ass rode ; 

Lo! Majesty so sly, with stick and pin, 

Drovethe sharp mischief through Ja,ck's frtghitefi'd skini 

When, lo ! the beast, with sudden start and bound, 

Wild plunging, hurPd the Lady to the ground; 

Where, lo ! mch tbingg aippear'd (her iegs I mean) 

As never ought hj mortals to be^e^i.; 

* A village near Windsor, the resideoM of Dt. Hericlvll. 
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Legs that ne'er saw, ye gods! the sun before! 

Such legs! as set great Caesar in a roar. 

Ambition bids the man of ropes, or figs, 

Or fish, or brass, or foolscap, peas, or pigs. 

Sigh for the golden chain, and coach so lair, 

In short, to shine the City's sun — ^Lord May'b ! 

Blest man ! in pomp to visit at St. James, 

And pour his gilded barges on the Thames; 

Devour with nobles, in th' Egyptian hall, 

And trip it with a Duchess at the ball ! 

Rich honours ! but what pity my Lord M/»t'r 

Should lose, at lengthy his chain and coach so fair, 

And gorgeous gown, and wig, and bright attire, 

And converse sweet of Lord, and Knight, and 'Squire^ 

Sherifis, and Councilmen, and Common Hunt, 

To sweat with candles, or with hogs to grunt; 

Bid waxj for grea^ wuUot%4ight8y adieu ; 

Drop wigs for night-caps, robes for apron blue ; 

And quit of Jjusioce the celestial scales, 

To weigh cheese, sugar, tallow, or hobnails ! 

Instep of questions from the best of Kings, 

On solid matters^ consequential things, 

To hear a raggamuffin in his shop-* 

**' Sbap, Master Guttle, quick^ a pound of soap!'* 

With such a careless, broad, irreverent stare, 

As though the Chandler ne'er had been Lord JVIay'r !— < 

But so it is— poor Merit oft complains ! 

Blest is Jthe mortal born with Gooseys brains ! 

What signifies the wisdom of the schools, 

If Fortune only will make love to Fools? 

Now to the Cooks, O wand'ring Muse, return ; 

For, lo ! our readers with impatience burn ! . 

Aw'd by .the voice of King, and Queen, and Page, 

And M.u)Aii Scuwellenberg's relentless rage; 

Down 6at the Cooks, amid a wond'ring host; . 

The Barbers labour'd and the locks were lost! 

Thus when Burgoyne, opposing all the fatesj 

Defied, at Saratoga, Generai^ Gates ; 

iSuttden the Hero dropp'd his threat'ning fist, 

And wisely deem'd it folly to resist; 

Dropped 
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I)ropp'd in the Victor's arms (unlackj lot!) 
And saw his legions sink without a shot!-— 
Speak, heavenly goddess ! was there then no fray, 
No drops of blood effus'd to mark the day ? 
No fisty-cuifs, no eyes as black as night, 
No cat-like scratches, no revengeful bite ; 
Nor fisty-cufiis, nor eyes as black as night, 
Nor cat-like scratches, nor revengeful bite, 
The palace witnessed. — ^Thus the Muse divine 
Must close, without one drop of blood, the line ; 
And readers^ baulk'd of deeds of high renown, 
Perhaps shall, grumbling for their money, frown. 
What can we do, if Fate produced no fray ? 
The Poet dares not make a murderous day'— • 
Should Falsehood's tale the £pic Bard defile. 
Which damneth half th' historians of our Isle ; 
How could he hold aloft his tunefull head, 
Or proudly hope at Doomsday to be read ; 
The glowing wish of every Son of Khime, 
To sink into eternity with Time? 
Yet naught were easier than to form a fray, 
And bring a dozen gods to aid the day- 
Yet nought were easier than to raise a battle- 
Make iron head-piece against head-piece rattle ; 
Nails nails oppose, and grinders grinders greet. 
Nose poke at nose, and stomachs stomachs meet; 
AVild-rolling eye-balls against eye-balls glare. 
The dusty floor bestrewed with teeth and hair ; 
Caps, petticoats, and kerchiefs load the ground. 
The trembling roofs with mingled cries resound ; 
Legs of joint-stools, and chairs, their vengeance pour; 
And blocks and mopsticks fly, a wooden show'r; 
Raise clamours equal to au Indian yell, ' 
Transcended only by the house of hell; 
Nay, bid old Euebus, in sulphur strong. 
Display his flaming cauldron in our song. 
Proud of the Shave^ the King of Nations smil'd; 
Nay, laugh'd triumphant, with his glory wild: 
But still, to shew his justice y thus he said — 
*'^ Mind, mind me, Gentry with shaven head; 
Vol. 111. 1 " Know 
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<^ Know, know the louse belongs to some of you-^ 

<^ It is a Louse— it is — 'tis very true: 

<* Yes, yes, belongs to some one of your house-— 

<* I have read Buffon — ^yes, yes, I know a Leuse.'* 

A pill-box then he op'd, with eager look. 

And shew'd the Crawler, to couTince each Cook. 

The long-ear'd beast of Balaam, lo! we find, 

Sharp to the beast that rode him, spoke his mind^ 

The mournful Xanthus* (says the Bard of old) 

Of Peleus' warlike son the fortune told :•— 

Thus to the captive Louse was language giv'n, 

Which proves what interest Justice holds in hea?'u. 

The Vermin, rising on his little rump. 

Like Ladies' lap-dogs, that for muffin mump, 

Thus, solemn as ^ur Bishops, when they preach. 

Made, to the best of Kings, his maiden speech : — 

" Know, mighty Monarch, I was born and bred 

<< Deep in the burrows of a Page's head ; 

*^ There took I sweet Lousilla unto wife, 

^' My souPs delight — the comfort of my life: 

'' But, on a, day, your Page, Sir, dar'd invade 

<^ Cow slip's- sweet lips, your faithful dairy maid; 

*^ Great was the struggle for thp short.liv'd bliss ; 

<' At length he won the long-contested kiss! 

*^ Lo! mid the struggle, thus it came to pass ; 

^< Down dropp'd my wife and I upon the lass; 

<^ From whence we crawl'd (and wlio's without 

" ambition? 
^' Who does not wish to better his condition ?) 
*' To You^ dread Sir, where, lo! we lov'd and fed, 
" Charm'd with the fortune of a royal head ; 
^' Where, «afe from nail and comb, and blust'ring wind, 
" We nestled in y^our little lock behind ; 
'' Where many a beauteous baby plainly proves, 
*' Heav'n, like a King's, can bless a Louse's loves ; 
'' Where many a time, at court, I've join'd your Grace, 
" And with you gallbp'd in the glorious chace; 

♦ The horse of Achilles. 

LOUSILLA, 
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*^ LousiLLA, too, my children, and my nits, 

^^ Just frighten'd, sometimes, out of all their wits* 

^^ It happen'd, Sir, ah I luckless, luckless day ! 

^' I foohah took it in my head to stray-— 

^ How many a father, mother, daughter, son, 

<^ Are oft by cariosity undone 1 

^ Dire wish! for raid'st my travels, urg'd by Fats^ 

^^ From you, O King, I fell upon your plute! 

I ^^ Sad was the precipice !—axul now I'm here, 

I ^^ Far from Lousiu.A and my children dear! 

^^ Who now, poor souls I in deepest mourning all, 
^ Groan for my presence, and lament my fall ; 
^ NiTiLLA now, my eldest girl, wilh sighs 

V. ^^ Bewails her faihar lost, with streaming eje$i 
^^ And GKu^auMfTTAy with the loToliest mien, 
^^ In state, m temper, and in form a queen; 
^^ And sturdy Shap, my aon, a child of graca, 

I ^ His father's iauige both im form and face; 

I *' And DiGGORT, poor lad, and hopeful Scratch, 

I ^^ Boys that Lousilla's soul was proud to batch ; 

[ ^^ And little Nibble, too, my youngest son, 

^^ Will ask his mother where his father's gone ;. 
" Who (poor Lousllla!) only will reply, 
" With turtle moan, and tears in either eye.— 
^' Thus, Sir, are you mistaken all this while, 
'^ And Queen and Pages, that our race re?ile, 
*^ As though our species could not life adorn, ' 
^^ And that th' Almighty made a Louse in scorn* 
'* Yet if to Genealogy we go, 
''The Louse is of the elder house ^ I trow. 
'' Ere God (so Moses says) did man create, 
'' Lo ! our first parents walk'd the world in state. 
'' Such is the history of your loyal Louse, 
^' Whose presence breeds such tumult in the house t 
i' Thus, Sir, you see no blame to Cooks belong; 
" Thus Majesty y for once^ is in the wrong !" 
Thus, in the manly tones of Fo;t and Pitt, 
To. George, intrepid, spoke the Son of Nit: 

13 Firm 
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Firm in his language io the Kinfl of Wratb^ 

As liUle Datid to the Man of Gtatb; 

OrdainM, in oratory^ to i^urpaff 

The speech— -tb' immortal speech of BALAAM'i ait» 

^^ Liesl lies! lies! lies! reply 'd the furious King, 

^^ ^is no such thing! no, no, 'tis no such thing !^ 

Then quick he aim'd, of red-hot anger full, 

His nails of vengeance at the Louse's scull ; 

But Zephyr, anxious for his life, drew near, 

And sudden bore him to a distant sphere; 

In triumph rais'd the animal on high. 

Where Beri^nice's locks adorn the sky ; 

But now he wish'd him nobler fame to share. 

And crawl for ever on Belinda's hair. 

Yet to the Louse was greater glory giv'n; 

To roll a planet on the splendid beav'n, 

And draw of deep astronomers the ken; 

The Georgium Sidus of the sons of men ! ! 1 
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Yet if rcsolvM ro worry Wigs and Hdir, 
And, Herod-like, not tittU Chi/dren spare; 
"Sajf (for methinks the Land has much to dreadjr 
How long in safety may we wear the Headf 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

A sublime exordium, containing a great compliment to Mr. 
Pitt — The Poet sagely advisetn the Minister — Observeth 
to him the effect of Time on the Heads of Beaux and Old 
Maids — ^The hard fate of poor carroty-polled Phillip-— 
Lubin's and Hodgb*s disappointment, by means of this 
crud tax — A great and economical Judgb*8 mortification; 
and exultation of hb fur-clad Broihbr at the tax on hair- 

S>wder — A melancholy picture of the Hair-drbssbrs and 
ARBERs — The Poet's eye (as Shakespeare sayeth) <* in a 
fine frenzy rolling/' beholdeth the chase of a powdered 
Poll 3 the capture; the redemption; and punishment of the 
> Informers m Loni>on — Also Poll-chases in the country, 
illustrated by an apt simiie — Peter exolaimeth at the 
Minister, and compareth him to a hard-hearted Fellow 
that lived upon executions — ^Peter praiseth Mr. Pitt's 
powers of oratory — He attacketh the priae of the Mi n ister ; 
wishing him to take a little retrospect of humble days — A 
Kite and beautiful Bat-comparison — Another charming 
comparison of the Boy and his Trunk— Peter telleth 
strange and unbelievable things, and giveth two most gia« 
cious speeches — Peter praiseth the two speeches, and 
giveth alarming advice — He exhibiteth a part of his political 
creed — ^Peter sheweth his profound knowle<ige of Empe- 
rors and Kings and Queens, Sec. and maketh shrewd 
observations thereon; concluding with a compliment to 
Mr. Fox. — Peter prayeth fervently for the Royai Family— 
The Poet suspecteth the effect of the Minister's elo- 
quence— Peter prayeth to Mr. Pitt — ^England wittily and 
properly christened an old Cow ; also America— The poet 
asketh a pertinent question relative to royal exemption from 
the tax, and administereth laudable counsel — Pbter gravely 
and ingeniously pointeth out a tax on Christian Skins; 
also some (not all indeed) of the great advantages of human 
hides in the way 'of trade— The controveriible use of Mr. 
Justice Buller*s tender hide; of the Duke of Glou- 
cester's; of the Duchess of Cumberland's; of Lord 
Brudenbll's (the Lord help him!); of the Duke of 
Richmond's, &c. &c. — ^The Poet asketh whether the 
Powder-tax was bom, and, like a certain Great Man, 
answered the question himself—The Poet telleth the' 

MiNISTBR: 
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Minister a sorrowful tale — A stinking^ ye* beautiful 
simile — ^Peter prophesiettv—Serious and good advice to 
Mr. Pitt— Political and deep reflections — ^Peter seeth a 
vision full of horror — ^He anecteth a smiie, but it seeineth 
to be rather the risus sardonicus — ^Pbtsr counselleth (bttt» 
he thinketh, in vain) the Minister and his Coi«lba6ux 
Harry Dun das ta run the g^tkt->-The coodinkm. 
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O MIGHTY Master of the ways and means 
To slake the golden thirst of Kings and Queens; 
To gorge the cayem of each greedy chest 
With all the nvonders of the bleeding East: 
To lull with opiate draughts a Kingdom's groans. 
Patch ragged crowns, and cobble crazy thrones ; 
The modest Bard, for fire short minutes, bear; 
Nor may the Muse's wisdom wound thine ear. 

Sick of thy taxes, while the wearied nation 
Drags her last penny forth, and fears starvation i 
Whose Toice is loud, and daily waxing louder; 
List to the serious sound, and damn the Powder* 
To ihee^ responsible for every blunder, 
Her mildest murmurs should be claps of thunder. 

Pleas'd with thy fay Vite folly, mark old Time, 
Wide grinning at the Beau beyond his prime ; 
And many a Maid beyond life's blooming day, 
Whose curls his wonted malice turn'd to gray ! 

Lo ! the poor girl, whom carrot-colour shocks, 
Pines pennyless, and blushes for her locks I 
Refns'd to fly to Powder's friendly aid. 
She bids them seek in caps the secret shade ; 
No ringlets now around her neck to wave, 
Phillis must hide the redd'ning shame, or shave! 
At thee she flings her curses, Pitt, and cries— 
At thee she darts the lightnings of her eyes ; 

Ajid 



S6 A PLAIKTIVE EFISTLK. 

And thinks that Love ne'er warm'd Him who could rex^ 
With wanton strokes of cruelty y the Sex. 

On Sundays trim^ to giire his head an air. 
Poor LuBiN shook the dredge-box o'er his hair; 
HoDOE dipp*d his caxon ^mid the sack of floury 
But now they execrate the arm of pow'r ; 
LuBiN no longer dares the dredge-box shake, 
Nor Hodge to dip his caxon in the sack. 

Yet see a nobler Moubner! K— — , lot 
The saving Judge has felt a stunning blow : 
His hawk-economy won't thank thee for*t,. 
Which stops his pretty nipperkin of Poet** 
Not so JvDGE Blood, who glories in deceit; 
His life one murder, and his soul a cheat-— 
He loves a law, and hugs the man who made it^ 
To hang a culprit^ and himself evade it. 

See groups of Hair-dressers all idle stand, 
A meUnch^ly, mute, and mournful band ; 
And Barbers eke^ who lift the crape-clsui Pole^. 
And round and round their eyes of horror roll ; . 
Desponding, pale, like Hosier's ghosts so white^. 
Who told their sorrows 'mid the money light, 
But see ! each hopeless wight with fury foams ; 
His curling-iron breaks, and snaps his combs ; 
Ah ! doom'd to shut their mouths as well as shops ; 
For dead is custom, 'mid the world of Crops f. 

* Such is the laudable moderation of this second Sir John Cutler, 
or Mr. Elwes, that he allows himself and Lady, at and after dinner, 
no more than this little measure of wine V A fine example for the 
sons of dissipation ! It has been supposed, that the economical Judgo 
has surpassed the famous miracle of the loaves and fishes, by making ' 
one bottle of wine serve for doubU the number of souls, or rather bodies^ 
that have come with open mouths to Lincoln's Inn Fields. I do not 
think, they have gone away so well satisfied, 

+ Such is the universal disgust at the Pow.der-tax, that many d)Ou« 
sands of the male sex have already sacrificed their favourifee curia, to 
4i^Ppoi<it the rapacity of a Minister. 

lo 
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In fancy now I mark the frequent race; 
I see th' Informed polls of powder chase! 
On tilts, on that^ a Footman, Maid of Mop, 
Fierce as a tiger from his anbnsh, pop ; 
Now in his cruel clutches, sharp and strong, 
To Bow-street drag his powder'd prey along : 
And now I see the Mob, in Mercy^s cause, 
Redeem the vi6tim from his savage paws ; 
And now the tyrant to a horse-pond draw, 
To quench the red-hot thunderbolt of law. 
Amid our tillages, in Fancy's eye, 
I see Informers chase, and culprits fly^^ 
Rude Pikes so hungry putting to the rout, 
Voracious darting, a poor host of Trout. 

Who would not hide the temple's white and gray ? 
*' Your money. Sirs — remoTe the mask, or pay," 
Is now thy language to a groaning nation ! 
Pitt, Pitt, thou hast no bowels of compassion. 
How mean (for money such thy boundless rage) 
Thus to expose the cruel pow'r of Acn:! 
Much like the Man art thou, and hard as he. 
Who let his scaffold out at Tyburn tree : 
Where, as the great and pious Doctor Dodd 
Gave by a rope his sinful soul to Goo, 
Thus on his boards aloft, amidst the crowd, 
Th' unfeeling wretch of wretches bawl'd aloud, 
(So anxious people's pockets to be picking) 
" Up, up — who mounts here? — allalivcy and kicking. ^^ 

I grant thine eloquence's happy flow ; 
But Truth should bear it company, I trow— 
Hypocrisy, the knave, to keep his place, 
Too often borrows Virtue's honest face. 
I know thy pride vaults high— but what of that? 
The tow'riug column often rais'd a rat. 
Though toss'd aloft by stone-blind Fortune's pow'r, 
Awake thy mem'ry to thy humbler hour : 

Though 
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^ Though noze a Kite — ah ! once a Bat, how small ! 
Flick'ring around for flies in yonder Hall* ! 
But, drunk with honours, '^ No," thou cryest, '^ n'i) 
^^ I thank thee, but I cannot look so low." 
Thus a poor Country Boy to India goes ; 
A small portmanteau all the wealth he knows : 
Arrives, with awkward legs, and arms, and mien ; 
But, ere a twelvemonth pass, how chang'd the scene. 
He mounts his elephant, treats, wh — s, gets drunk, 
And, ah ! forgets his friend the little Trunk. 

Know, man, no more of taxes now we want; 
Lo/ generous M— y prepared to grant. 
Hark to a voice Jar/ne/ — " Pitt, Pitt, hae, Pitt; 
<' No more, no more for taxes wet thy wit; 
'' I'll pay the soldier and the tar— 
*^ iy^ millions, Pitt, shall pay the glorious war; 
^* I'll give sheep, lamb, ram, turkey, duck, boar, sow, 
*^ Goose, gosling, cock, hen, heifer, bull, calf, cow; 
^' And, Pitt, hae, hae ? at Smithfield, Pitt, I skine*'^ 
^' Mine's the best beef — ^yes, mine — what, what? yes, 

" mine: 
*^ I'll empty ev'ry guinea-chest, and sack ; 
" Yes, yes, the people ought to have it back: 
" My money in the stocks, my woodf , my hay ; 
^' Yts, yes, I'll give my all, my all away ; 

. "Yes, 

• Westminster Hall. 

+ Here I must candidly condemn a part of the People, whose cause, 
in the affair of Hair- Powder, I am so pathetically pleading. «' Sudi 
(says the Windsor Chronicle) was the unparalleled effron'e y of the 
inhabitants ef Brentford, during the late unexampled frost, when they 
should have thought of nothing but dyings that diose very people, not 
worth a groat, starving, shivering, and in rags, dared to proceed in a 
body, amidst the dead silence of the night, with their unhallowed feet, 
into the sacred Gardens of Richmond and Kew ; where they wickedly, 
inhumanly, and feloniously, cut down and maimed a number of trees, 
many of which they had the impudence to carry away to their own 
scrub chimnies, to warm their own vile bones, because, forsooth, cer^ 

tain 
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*' Yes, yes, I know, I know the hounds are howling--* 

*^ God, Pitt, I don't, I donU much like their growling : 

*' Hae, hae, growl, growl-.-what, what? things don*t go 

« right; 

*^ Why quickly, quickly, Pitt, the dogs may 6iYe-— 

<^ That would be bad, bad, bad — a sad mishap—- 

^^ Hse, Pitt— hae, hae? I should not like a map*** 

Such are the sounds to stun those ears of thine. 
Where truth, and speed, and oratory shine. 

And hark, another \roice ! and thus it cries : 

*^ I geef my chewells to de peepel's sighs— 

<^ All tings from Mistress Hastings as I gote; 

^' I geef de fine pig di'mond* of Arcote ; 

^ Iss, dat vich Rhumbold geef, I geef again, 

(^ Rader dan see de peepels suffer pain. 

^^ De Emp'ror presents, Lord! I vil not tush, 

^^ Although de duty coss so yery mush-f. 

« 1 turn off Mister WyatJ, dat I sal; 

'< And geef up Frogmore-— Iss, I geef up all ; 



iain Great People happened foftunately to be hi possession of enormou.f 
quantities of wood, during the great scarcity, and chose not to give it 
away in idle charity, nor sell it at the then current price, which had 
every proba'bility of mounting higher: as though they had not an equal 
right to turn a henny in an honest way with any coal-shed man in the 
village of Brentlord. But behold how they behave i on this insuring, 
provoking, stealing, and trying occasion : So far from advertising 
handsome rewards for discovering the rogues, and bringing them to 
justice^ such was their clemer^^y, that they ordeied the a^air to be 
hushed up, and buried in perpetual oblivion! ! !" 

* The famous Diamond, so itifamously obtained by Mr. R. ; con- 
stituting a curious piece of Asiatic history. 

f I am really afraid to touch upon this ticklish topic. The late 

procession of imperial presents from the India House to » 

^vas attended by a dirty Custom-house-officer; but for tvhat reason, the 

L— ^ — of the T can best explain. It has been rumoured, and 

believed, that a small order from a certain quarter can overpower an 
AGl of Parliament; which, if true, maketh a second edition of littl* 
David knocking dowa the great Great Giant of Gatk. 

} The Architect. 

Vol. m. K ^' Geef 
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^ Geef up mine di'mpnd stomacher indeed; 
^' Ail, ail, mush rader dan de peepels bleed; 
'^ Js6, iss, I geef up all, ihust like de K — » 
^' For bankrup nation be quite deflish ting. 
^^ Vat signifie de millions * in our purses, 
^ If money do profoke de peepels curses ? 
'^ We wwi^t haf tumult-*^no sush ting muss spr^^d** 
^^ Mine Gote ! half loaf he better dan no bread. 
'' Peety to make de Englis peepels groan ; 
'^ So goote as poate de Prences 'pon de trone; 
^' Who soon, mine Gote! maj takeit inder brain.^ 
* Vat dey poote upy dey maj|»i<//<l9t0]t>gam." 

What sounds of wisdom, Pitt, \o make thee shrioJcl 
Beware !-^tbou stand'st on DANOBit^fi giddy brink* 
Know, that a single grain, or half grain more, 
May turn the balance, man, and heare tkee o'er : 
And should'st thou tumbledown the rock of Fate^ 
No seas of tears will ws^l thy shorten'd date* 
Go, copy the good Pair whom all ad0r€y 
Who spurn the Pnaunf , A^d hug the humble Pooft# 

Though from my soul I hate mad Dissipation^ 
"That beggars and insults a ^generous Natioq.^ 
Tpo from my soul the Avarice I hate, 
ih^tj thjirsty squeezes Uke a spun^e th^ StU.te: 

♦» JJotwithsUnding^er 1^— n — ^'« immei\sc prppcify, in 9m thing 

and anotiuTj she possesses the most^sconomioil circumapefitioa $ wiliwss 

t^e following pretty taIe.^>A Miss J-n-r, of Gloucestefshire, with ber 
.mother, viewing the Palace of St. James's, aQ4 entering her M ' ■ '4 

dressing room, where a cv^xonfyU of pins lay on £er toilette, the ' 
, young Lady ex pressed a strong desire for haying one of the g-- — *s pins 

tq carry into the country, and was reaching out her hand to ta^e omt % 
rWihen wt Attendant, struck with a sudden horror, caught her affm, and 
,.totd ber it was impossible to he granted, as her M--^ — would ces^ 

UiiUy ^n4 it otU.-^** D'ye think I might change a pin?" aighid the 
.young Lady, with anxiety. ** Miss," replied the Atteadant, after 

aome consideration, " " it is probable her M-; may Mt And tkfi 

•ut, but ril run the risk." 
f Parpere subjectis et dcbella^e superbw, 

Wfahfcig. 
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Wishing from treen (so keen the gold it gnipt)Ie9) . 
To shake down guineas, just like pears and apples. 
Think not I court a Tumult's lawless hour, 
And wish a Mob^s wild arm the sword of pow'r : 
No ! let a Trrus, let an Alfred rule ; , 
Who sighs not for a King, I deem a fool. 
Like those were Europe's Monarch s I in thy ear^ 
What from a people hmd such Forms io fear ? 
Safe 'mid the surdour of a realm's embrace! 
Kings never fall but by their own disgrace. 
I murmur not at Kings, if good for aught; 
I Ofliy quarrel when they're good for nought, - 

'Tis whidpef'd tbat I no? er reverenc'd Thrones : 
€rranted — ^I nertr worsh^y stocks nor stones; 
Nor look 1 lot wise Emp'fOFrs, nor wise KliigSi*-. 
'Tis Expectation's madness — ^Quixote things* 
The man to titles and to riches born. 
Amid the world of sdeAce, how forlorn ! 
To speak, to think, unable, mark his air! 
Heav'ns, what an ideot gape, and ideot stare! 
Tho^ lord, of miiUonsy gilt with titles o'er— ^ 
A statue 'midst a library !«— no more! 
He deems the butterflies of Folly^ treasure; 
And shnns chaste Wisdom, for the strumpet Plzabvme, 
Tis true, gay Pleasure courts us to the }0j^ 
While Wisdom to her swains is always coy. 
2Fhe brain must labour^ or it proves the sport 
v)f Wisdom's circle, though it, charm a Court, 
Seek we corporeal strength ? the mine, the plough. 
Of strong examples furnish us enow. 
Search we the spot which mental power contains ? 
Ho where man gets his living by his brains; 
Had Charles* Jirst popp'd into the world, I ween. 
That world a very different Charles had seen. 

♦ Mr. Fox. 

K 2 « What 
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** What had Charles been?" is ask'd with wonder- 
Even 

Thatgoed, fat, honest, sleepy feilaw — Stephen*. 

may of Princes a long race succeed ; 

Such Doves, such harmless Doves dsjiow we feed; 

Not Eagles, screaming with insatiate maw, 

Wild in our hearts to plunge the beak and claw ! 

And yet too oft, to damn the coward age. 

Our Isle has trembled at a Tyrant's rage. 

Thus 'mid the smiles of Nature's fair domain, 

Where blooming Health and Plenty lead their train; 

Where, rob'd with verdure, wind the rills along, 

And ev'ry vale resounds with cheerful song; 

See o'er the Elysian scene, with lofty head, 

The blood-stain'd gibbeti dash the soul with dread ! 

1 own thy eloquence's stream, bat know, 
Too oft for England's welfare periods flow ; 
A truce to all such metaphoric breath : 

So soft, they drop into our ears with death, 
llow like the snows, wide-ermining the air, 
So gently sinking, kissing, all so fair; 
Falling oh simple sheep, and soon, alas! 
O^cmohelming, killing^ m ith iliQ courteous mass. 

Mercy to Exgla vd yield the poor lean Cow ! 
Thy busy fingers have forc'd milk enow : ^ 

Though frequent rushing the lank teats to tease. 
How patiently the beast has borne thy. squeeze ! 
Just shak'd her head, and winching wisk'd her tail, 
When oft' thou fill'dst a puncheon for a pail: 
But now she bushing roars and makes a pudder, 
Afraid thy harden'd hands may steal her udder. 

* The late Lord Holland, elder brother of Mr. Fox. ' 
■^ In France, Switzerland, &c. arc many of these pretty monuments 
•f Pride. 

Think 
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Think ou Amxaica^ our cow oiyore^ 

Which oft the hand with Jeb-like patience bore; 

Who, pinch'd, and yet denj'd a lock of hay, 

Kick'd the hard Milkman off, and march'd away. 

In vain he try'd by every art to catch her : 

To wound, to hamstring, nay, knock down, dispaich her ; 

Far off she kept, where Lot£, where Freedom riiHes ; 

Mocking the fruitless rage of rogues and fools* 

Speak, Pitt, (for know at times I'm rather dull) 
Why from thy tax exempt a roj/al &kull? 
Why free each creeping thing about a Coort ? 
The grumbling nation will not thank. thee fort 
liCt Uawksb'ry frown, and bull-face Bru den ell roarj 
They well may club, to. ease the Natiou'»seore: 
. Their purse-strings, nay, let all thy colleagues draw^ 
Disgorging a poor guinea from each maw. 
Let Queensb'rt nobly pinch- his Cyprian sinniogs. 
And stately CuMB£RX.ANn * her Faro winnings ; 
Ijet Madam S— — g + make up wry faces, 
Something should come in troth from sale of places* 
Say, what the tax thy brain will next provide? 
Alas ! why not attack the Human Hide ? 
Lord, Lord ! how much it must the Nation aid ! 
. Folks may be scalp' d with safety — why notjiatfdf 
'Tis verily a shame — a crying sin. 
Tile world shoulct bear about a useless skin; 
What's worse, that skins should in the grave be laid, 
So beautiful an artical of trade. 
Think of the spatterdashes, boots and shoes ; 
And think thou of the mUHons people use : 

* As one of the great Supporters of Morality, for such every Bfuse 
ihould be, I have several times had it in contemplation to give this 
Dame a public rap on the knuclcles, for certain parsimony td some of 
the poor disbanded and faithful servants of her household, after the 
death of her simple Duke. The talc however is too full of matter fo» 
a soliury Note, s^d may, some time or other, give importance to aA 
Ode. 

f This great Lady kept one of the (ifst Sale-shope ia England. 

K 3 Such^ 
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Such, form'd from human hides, would brave the weather. 

And sa?e such quantities of foreign leather. 

Thus would our Britain annua] thousands gain. 

And rival all the cows and calves of Spain. 

Ask'st thou what other use our hides could boast ? 

Books may be bound, my Friend-— the letter'd host: 

Cases of Conscience J Bulleu's skin should bind ; 

Good folios upon mercy to mankind: 

Ctloster's, a book on wedlock's siceet tranquiliifj/ ; 

ilis sister CumbiiilvniVs upon iiumility: 

Buude^ell's, on beauty, witty conversation, 

On maners, music, ratiocination : 

Hawksb'ry, on fair, disinterested deeds: 

Essays on manliness, the skin of Leeds : 

Richmond's, on courage; modesty, Dundas's; 

State-sycophants, a volume upon Asses: 

The *s, on elocution, hay, and hogs, 

Corn, politics, tithes, civil-list, and logs : 

The— -'s on di'monds. pearls, and custom dues^ 

Old gowns, old petticoats, old hose, old shoes ; 

Good-nature, state extravagancy lopping. 

Pins, mantua-makers, milliners, and shopping: 

To close th' illustrious list, and sounding line, 

On delegates, reform, and powder, thine. 

O Fay, where first was plann'd thy powder scheme ? 
At Wimbledon arose the golden dream ; 
"Where thou, and honest iluMBOLD-hunting Harry, 
Project, and /7?-projcct, and oft miscarry ? 
Two Grazicrsj cheap'ning hogs to till your styes; 
Two spiders m caving lines for simple tiies. 
Rich spot! whence Millions take their easy wing, 
To bribe an Emp'ror, and refresh a king*. 
Where, blest, ye bumper it in England's cause. 
Belch Opposition's fall, and hiccup laws; 
'With equal spirit where each Mork succeeds, 
A Bottle now, and now a Natiox bleeds. 

♦His most honcurabU Majesty, our late goodzndjirm Ally, tbe King 
•f Prussia, like the Geiitlemcix of the= h'^s^ requires very oftcu a refrtshcr 
tei'ore hii Cannoo can plead. 

A* 
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Ah^ Pitt ! of late thy counsels draw disgrace : 
The spring-tide of tliy fortune ebbs apace. 
When reputation sickens^ toil is rain- 
No nostrum gives the bloom of health again ! 
No more (so grateful to the sense) a rose'^j 
It drops, ^putrid carcase y to the crows, 
1 mark the pompous column of thy fame 
Fast crumbling to the dust from whence it came; 
And sec thy thundVing day in silence close, 
While Wisdom triumph 'd o'er the pale repose. 
Too much thou courtest Danger's dizzy height; 
The treacherous sands may sink beneath thy feet— 
Thy kite, that reeling, shifting, mounts the storm, 
May force heaven's flash upon thy feeble form ! 
Think not I wish with Satire's blade to play^ 
And, charm'd with man's disgraces, selfish say, 
" Let folly root in Ministers and Kings — 
*' While rank and thick, like Aconite, it springs, 
** Delighted on the precious load 1 look, 
*' And hail a harvest for the Muse's hook." 

Still to be serious, before we part : 
Jjet Meucy melt the mill-stone of thy heart +. 
How nobler far, for honest fame to toil, 
And change a kingdom's curses for a smile! 
Yet, ifresolv'd to worry zcigs a.nd hair. 
And Herod-like, not little children spare. 
Say (for methinks the land has much to dread) 
How long in safety may we wear the head? 

* To avoid ambi:^ulty here (for I have been questioned about it,) I 
mean the sweet-smelling rose of the Jie/dSf zad not Mr. George Rose of 
the Treasury. 

t I principally allude in this place to the political character of this 
Statesmai^, which is rather marked with severity. As for the domestic^ 
it possesses some tnits belonging to the J"illy God. Even Parliament 
last year saw him enter the walls of St. ^tei^hen, arm in arm with his 
dear colleague and constant companion Honest Harry Dundas; both 
fortunately conducted to the Treasury Bench without a fall, by the 
boozing, reeling Deity, -whiTt ^^ Palinurus nodded at the helm,'* 

Enough 
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Enough our necks hare bow'd beneath the jakep 
Enough our. sides have felt the goad and stroke > 
Then cease to make by further irritation^ 
0XLT patience the sole rock of thy salyation. 

Of late hath Glory quarreil'd with thy fame; 
Poor Public Credit founder'd! — lame, quite lame— -»- 
Rapacity too oft extends her jaw, 
Kresh wets her fang, and points her iron claw ! 
The arm of Vengeance drops not lightly down^. 
Not quite ^feather on a culprit's crown— 
Profusion vilely foster'd— -Honour dead ; 
Resentment's eye looks dangerously red. 
Believe me Pitt, not yeX is thine the realm, 
Not thine the ship, because thou hold'st the helm; 

Such is the voice of Truth !— perhaps it wounds 

Eriend to thyself and England, heed the sounds \r^ 
Sounds to a/ar»?— and let not, though severe, 
The breath of Folly brush them from thine ear. 
Vain is rough bluster — vainly dar'st thou say^ 
*^ Poh! danger^! I have met its trying day"— 
Sor, ah ! too often, boastful of his wars, 
Rank Cowardice assumes the mein>of Marsv 

Dim though thy beam, the Muse's* eagle eye* 
Beholds a tempest in the distant sky ; 
Dull though thy tympanum^ her nicer ear 
€latches a thunder-growl from yonder sphere f 
iShe sees sharp Fate amid the gathering. gloom;- 
A cloud of vengeance, black with mortal doom^. 
But dares not name the Melancholy Form^ 
Whom Guilt has mark'd the vi6lim of the storm^ 

Now to be gay again— should Famine rise, 
Tiie meagre 9pe6lre, on a S— — '« eyes,^ 
And should the groan of Britain's bleeding wounti' 
Press on the shrinking ear-— a killing sound ; . 

« At the old Baily lately, in the affair of Mr; Home Tooke, ott 
the subject of Delegation, when Mr, Mcm&ry Middleton wa» beat At;/- 
iow by the Pjiims Minist£R. 

Be 
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Be whistles blown, and bells of children rung ; 
The fav'rite little farthing rush«light sung; 
Let dancing-dogs, delighting, form their ball, ^ 
Whips crash, and grinding hurdy-gurdies squall ; 
While crown'd with chimney-sweepers on their way, 
In deep-ton'd unisons the asses bray ; 
Such as at Frogmore*, formed to please a Pair, 
The true Sublime of Monarchs, a Dutch Fair! 
And as again, on Frogmore's happy Green, 
More shows shall gladden our good King and Queen f ; 
Suppose DuNDAss and Thou (a Princely sport) 
Play some farce-chara6ier to charm the Court, 
And boldly run the gauntlope through a mob. 
That execrates, that damns the Powder job ; 
Where Barbers, Hair-dressers, Perfumers, throng. 
To hoot and hustle as ye course along ; 
Dash with their powder-bags your brains about. 
With many a kick, and scoif, and grunt, and shout; 
Each &ce with tallow and with dripping smear; 
And with hot pinchers tweak each nose and earl 
Juo \ should it miss the roi^al approbation, 
I'll answer for the pkutdit of the Nation. 

Such is the song — and do Hot thou, severe, 
With treason^ treason^ fill a royal ean 
A gentle joke, at times, on Queens and Kings, 
Are pleasant, taking, nay, instruStive things : 
Yet some there are, who relish not the sport. 
That flutter in the sunshine of a Court; 
Who, fearful song might mar their high ambition, 
Loose the gaunt dogs of State, and bawl ^^ Sedition V* 

* A Villa near Windsor, belonging to the Queen. 

f This is absolutely determined on, in the Frogmore Senate. 
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•« .^..^Trahit sua fiktmqtu Voluptas,*' 

" In varicus things (saya Vwcil) folks delight;'* 
And ao it rtally is in our great Nation! 

In meanness, avarice, iMW-— revenge and spite, 
Dutch Fairs, mock cbaritiies, and ostcnUtioA. 
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9nnWAS at the rpyal seat+ on Frogmore Qreeist, 
X With Brit4^in's gold| uprear'd l>/ JBritaist')^ 

Queen, 
To charm a Court., a Princess j; tyrn'd her h^^; 
At length deliver'd w^ her lovely braip^ 
Aad, lo ! on FRoan qre'b happy, happy plain, 
Wonders on wonders soon w^re Vr^ught t9 la^i, 

Suhlime Uke Pair of England sat§ ! 
Staring with n^ost enormous state, 

The family of Orange by their side ; 
With all the pretty offspring round, 
That stmc)^ the mob with ar«?e profound; 

Sweet Stat^e^ untaiated by one grain of pride ! 

• The reader will, at the first glance, perceive a resemWancc \^* 
'tween my Ode and the celebrated Ode for St. Cecilia's 4^y, by Dryderj. 
and luiow, perhaps, to which he must yield the preference. In spite ot 
all the praiics bestowed on Alexander's Feast, I dare pronounce it a 
downright drunken Bartholomew-fair »cene; t}^poetryy too, not supe- 
rior to the subject ; whereas th« frogmore Gala was of the order of sub- 
limity; and as fox the meiits of my Muse on tl^ glorious occasioiv 
^though, indeed, i could say a great deal in her favour] my giod old 
iriend, the Public, n^u^ decide. 

t " Twas at the Royal Fea$t for Pcxsia woa.^ Paydzv. 

it The Princess Elizabeth. 

yai(..III. L And 
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And bold beside them sat each yaliant Peer*; 
Carpmeal, and courtly Chesterfield, where there; 
Macmanus, star-clad SAr/.sB'RY, Townsiiend, Jea- 
lous, 
The Guards of England's Sqtkreign — furious Fellows! 
With combs, pufls, po>vder-bags, their temples bounds 
In golden letters, Guinea Pigs, around +. 
" Kings love mean company ^'^'^ quoth £dmund Burke^- 
Maklng, indeed, with rot^al taste short work : 

But thus KixGs honour and exalt the -Low! 
II ow like the God that gives the golden day; 
Who through a little hole cain dart his ray. 

And bid the dungeon with his radiance glow^ 

Nay, from its filth, too, bid a vapour rise J, 
And make it a gai/ cloud amid the skies ! 
But Pitt and Grexville were not there, 
To whom a puppet-show is dear — 

T*oo small decorum § o« a certain debt, 
RepeU'd the Pair from royal sport. 
Whose want of manners put the Court, 

Like sour small beer^ indeed, upon the fret. 

No, no-^the Cousins were not ask'd indeed ! 

Broad hints, though giv'n, by no means could succeed ; 

♦ " His valiant Peers were plac'd around." Drydck. 

To tjie ignorant in punctuation, this passage may seem dtgrading ; as 
though the Poet meant Mc^ieurs,Carpmeal, Macmanus, Town&hmd, 
and Jealous, as a part of the Peers ; whereas no such idea was intended. 
I nevertheless entertain a high respeft for those Gentlemen, as very use- 
ful mcmVers of society; yet cannot place them so high — it is so asto- 
.nisbing a leap from Bow-street. 

+ «* Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound.'* Drydek. 

+ Witness Lord H y, Lord A d, Mr. G. R-sc, Mrs. H , 

&c. whose origins may be traced (as Mr. Burke emphatically expressed 
himself on a particular ocoasion) to the swinish multitude.** 

^ Not a single card of invitation was sent from Windsor or Carlton 
'House. Violent were the r—l displeasures in the ^r^fnnrn^; butAie 
Poet, in the true spirit of Christianity, hopes that he will not be able 
to say, like the Liturgy, ** As it was in the beginnings is now^ and 
ever shall icy morldmthout.cnd,** 

Nought 
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Nought could prevail, alas ! nor tears, nor sighs ! 
The Zephyr, that scarce moves the lUy^s head, 
As soon might lift Old Ocean from his bed, 

And dash h.is viild of waters to the skieu 

Saiint'ring St. James's Park were seen the Pair, 
While bustling FnoaMoiic triumphed in her Faiii. 

And now to charm our gracious Queen and Klko, 

Ascending on a public stage, 

The tnneful wonder of the age, 
Hight Incledon, began with bows to sing. 

Of war he chanted— glorious war ; 

Of millions, millions, sent afar. 

To aid of falling Monarchy the cause ; 

When lo t the lofty Great all smii*d applause. 

Now to the happy, simpering courtly crowd, 
In melting melody he sung adoud, 

A list of ev*ry Hanoverian hide ; 
Skins of those mighty men, by ballets bor'd, 
Worth thirty pounds a-piece to their high Lord, 

For whose great glory and defence they dy^d. 

Dear is Hanoverian-skinning* ! 
Money well is worth the wintiing— • 
Fighting still, and still destroying ; 
Hide-money is worth enjoying : 
Cutting, killing, drowning, starving; 
f^oldiers' skins are well worth carving. 

And now the sweet Timothecjs sang the Fair, 
A la Chinoiscy that brought such crowds to stare ^ 

* " War, he sung, is toil and trouble ; 
" Honour but an empty bubble ; 
•' Never ending, still beginning, 

" Fighting still, and still destroying: 
'* If the world be worth thy winning, 

** Think, O think it worth enjoying." DnYZMtn. 

L2 ' And 
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And b^ikr th^ trumpery of the h^bth^ il#ay^t 
And then to charity he pour'fl the stmiti-^ 
How Folk a deal by charity taay gaitij 

And thus, with inVtesf fair^ tl^uiselvcis f^p^t 
And then he prais'd the Great Man and hi« Damk, 
From M^huse dvep heads the scheme 80 eunnitig caitte. 

And DOW he chose a plaintive sfraic— 
The EnnASSY across the main^ 

Of poor Macartney, and siu! RfAOMTOM^ Ktil^t ; 
Forc'd, forc'd to enter, Cheek hy JOHO, 
With hogs, dog«, jatk-assfcs, Jkiiol— • 

The sad procession !-— a tumultuous sight ! 

A Lord and KNioRf^ dhgtac'd^ iitid ift% ted 
fretting, 
^midsi the dusty htttlyDtirly ^tttln^f^ 
Ah Embassy! to which we may comoare 
A droYc Of otetk ftent to Kmithficihl irkin 

The pinions of ImpofttMce plnCk'd, 
Thrice to the earth their headft they duck'd; 
And thrice did they With blushes rise, 
With m>t a friend to elose their eycsf . 
Thus suft'er'd British Majesty disgrace, 
So w^W supported by the t— it Hacel 

• Booths were formed, and filled with trinkets of the Windsor sftops ; 
purchased by somebody or other of the inhabitants of Windsor, at primt 
cost, and sold at l"rogmorc at about One Thousand PeunSs fet Vent, 
Large quantities were retailed on the occasion ; for tuho could withstand 
the temptation of carrying off a bit of Majesty, which would crowQ 
the Possessor with eternal glory, and support a charity ? 

i (« On the bare earth exposed he lies, 
" With not a friend to close his cy«s." Urydxn. 

To this dtgrddivg ceritittmy of prostration bdbrt his Ghinefc Majesty, 
It is said our Eipbassy submitted. But how could it be helped ? Every 
thing, to be sure, that could be dtvised for the honour and glory of Great 
Britain, was attempted by Amb«jsdd$r abd C'«. ; but beggars mu&t cot 
b< chooHXiM 

At 
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At this the court of Frogmore sigh'd^ 

And now he sang of more and worse disgrace : 
Sang how the Emp'ror shewM an angry face; 
Swearing the bold advent'rers should be ty'd 
To a cart's tail, 
Should they dare fail 
To leave the city in two days, poor clan! 
When off they mov'd, all mournful, beast and man* 

At this the Court of Frogmore dropped a tear; 
For pity dwells with Q — and K — and Peer. 

'' Yet, O think," the Songster said, 
<' Of the pretty smuggling trade! 
<^ Court and Cobbler this pursues ; 

« Smugglii^, juggling, 

<• Juggling, smuggling, 
<^ Never mind the custom-dues." 

At this the Court resum'd the cheerful smUe; 
For smuggling cannot courtUfJolk defile : 

Courts may smuggle what they please*— 

Mob alone Exchequers seize. 

And now he sung the little Boxj-, and old. 

That caught the Sovereign's wild and raptur'd gaze; 

Which, oh ! when open'd, a sad story told ; 
Display ingpo^-AooA;^/ not a Bulse^s blaze. 

• Lady H — m — sse and her private Card-parties know more of this 
matter than the Poet. The sly noftumal visiti of a certain Great 
Lady's sedan-rhair fiom the are notorious. 

+ A present, containing a scrap of complimentary rhymii manu- 
fa^lured by Kien Long himaeify in answer to the Latin Letter sent by 
the King of Great Britain (but not of his own composition) to the Em- 
peror of China. Poor Sir George Staunton was made overseer of the 
Latinity ; but as the Knight had long forgotten )\\% propria aute ntaribus^ 
the literary vigour of a German was employed for tne occasion. Are our 
Universities stili in disgrace f WiU nothing but G(Mitigen go. down ? 
Ill the sacred name of Literature, what have our Princes imported 
from thence to astonish^ that could not have been given by Cimbridge 
and Oxford ? 

N. B. The verses of Kien Long to his Brother King arc in a course 
of translation, and wUl bcconvnunvcatod to ilie Public in! due time. 

L 3 What 



106 pstmttOAs ttTK. 

What are rh^ynet to weiUtn Kings! 
Paltry, stupid, jitigllng things: 
Learning is a Monarch's sport — 
Wisdom net er goes to Court; 

Now came a groan, that seemM to say, " A p-x 
" On all the jingle of th* old D&it'lek»s tioxP 

Of. ta,xes how the sweet Musician sung— 

The Court the chorus join'dj 

And fill'd the wondering wiiid ; 
And taxcs^ taxes^ through the gardeii mug* 

Monarchs first of taxes think ; 

Taxes are a Monarch's treasure* : 

^^ Sweet the pleasure^ 

" Rich the treasure;" 
Monarchs love a guinea's chiuk. 

And now to Atahice he toiiM the Btr^n, 
That snck'd the Nation like a spunge^^ 

And now to Dissipation's madding train, 
Who in distress a People plunge; 

A Paople that from ruin scarce can 'scape<«« 

Atid now the wide-mouth'd Court began to gapa. 

Gaping is the mouth's disease^ 
When a subjeB fails to pleascv 

^fow to sad France his plaintive voice he tun'd-*- 
Sunk by the wicked Sans-gulottcs^ so low ; 
Dealing poor Despotism so dire a blow ! 

WheUi mark! the melting Aui>iEj>iC£ almost swoorCdt 

The Songster bow a graver subject chose*^ 
*^ Who is to pay Performers that compose 

• <* iacchus* blessings are a treasure, 

*< Drinking is th^ soldier's pleasure." X)aYD»i. 
Wkit a poetical and subUmt complim«ifc to the military oS tkst day I 

^« rhi» 
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<^ This charming FSte^ of Frogmore?'' were the 
vfords : 

With much surprise^ 

And roiling eyes, 
The Court heard syllables, that stabbed like swords. 

Now Yoices came^'' Mine Gote! — ^ennff, enuff."-^ 
^' How! how! what, what? stuff, Ivclebon, stuffy 

stuff."— 
'^ fVe pay ! no, no ! mine Gote, we haf more wit** 
^* Go, go to Parliament — ask Pitt^ ask Pitt*'* 

With loaded subjeSis^ ah ! we see 
A Jack^ass in the next degree*; 

When soon appear'd the emblematic brutes^ 
With chimney-sweepers on their backs, 
That kick^d^ and spurr'dj and lash'd their hack&— ^ 

And well with such tame fools the treatment suits* 

Off gallop'd, for royal amusements, the Asses ; 

'Mid the haycocks they scamper'd, and knock'd down 

the lasses-— 
Girls squalPd, the Court laugh'd^ and the Jack*asses 

bray'd 
At the sight of the legs by the tumble display'd. 
Now a Couple + leap'd down from their state to the 

Prancers, 
Musicians and Racers, Tune^rinders and Dax. 

CERS; 

Shaking all by the hand;};, who, in compliment clever, 
Roar'd aloud, '' Kings and Queens, Fun andFrogmore, 
"forever!!!" 



♦ " The mighty master smiPd to sec, 

•' That Love was in the next degree.'* Dhydxv. 

+ ** Thais led the way." Drydsn 

% His M y was verily the happiest Gentleman in the world, and 

(si licet parvis componere magna) was as merry as a Grig, vowing re* 
petitions of the Gala; but by what fatality it has not happened, not 
<ven the sagacity of a Poet is able to discover, 

THl? 
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niTf FUGHT TO WIMBLEDON, AN ODE. 

AN ODE TO THE FRENCH. 

ODE TO THE CHARITY MILL IN WINDSOR PARK. 

A HINT TO A POOR DEMOCRAT. 

ODE TO THE QUEEN's EI^PHANT. 

THE SORROWS OF SUNDAY, AN EIJEGY. 



Aude 
Casaris invicti res diccre. Horat. 

Shame on thee, Pyc! to Czsar tune the string ; 
Be-rhytnc his route^ and Weymouth wonders sing; 
Saddle thy Pegasus at once — ride post : 
Lo, ere thou start'st, a thousand things are lost / 
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TO 



J. PYE, Esq. 



SIR, 

I ALLOW you virtues, I allow you literary talents; 
but I will not stibscribe to your indolence : one little 
solitary annual Ode is not sufficient for a Great King. 
Whatever things sire done, whatever things are said^ nay, 
whatever things are conceived by mighty Potentates, 
is a treasure for the page of History. Blush, my friend, 
(hat a volunteer Baud should run. oft' with the merit of 
recording the wonderful a^iions and sapient sayings of 
Royalty! As soon as the Mill of Charity was 
^erected in Windsor Park, 

Lo! at.the deed, the Muse caught fire, 

And sweird, with praise, the sacred Lyre; 
Sweet Lass! she could not for her soul sit still. 

Imagination, on the watch, 

OpM for the swelling flood, the hatch ; 
And, lo 1 to work, alertly, went her mill. 

As ?oon as the Royal Jourxby to Weymouth was 
announced, the same Loyal Muse 

Turn'd her brain's pocket inside out 

For poetry, to praise the rout. 

No sooner was the noble Elephant from Arcot 
presented to our beloved Qvees^ and mostoeconomically 
and most generously returned to the Nabob's hands, oa 
account of his appetite^ but the same Muse, 

Began 
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Began a tender melancholy air; 

Sung how he trudg'd, poor beast^ to Peckhah 

Fair, 
And Saint BARTHfsiLOMEw's to help defray 
His sad expences On the watry way. 

No sooner wa# a hpit ordered by th§ omnipotent^ all 
Jeeling^ all honesty all'delicate^ all constitutional^ Lords 

of the on board Captain Orack's ship (evem^ 

before she came to her maoriugs) for the other presents 
(fortunately without stomachs !) from the same knowing 
Nabob to her most excellent M — y, not to Mr. Pitt, 
and his Grace of Portland (for Ministers ar« cyphei^ 
noW'-a days) but lo ! the Muse, 

Attentive ever to gre^it Princes, 

To muslins tun'd her harp, and chintzes i 

And prophesy'd of ev'ry sh^wl, 

That ScHW-^ o would sell them all; 

A circumstance that^l;ually took place ; making, we 
presume, a decent return'^ihe original cost^ i^ Indi^il 
exceeding ten thousand pounds ! ! ! 

In future, then, my friend Pye, 

Let no man say I hate our Kings and Queens, 
Princes and Drawing Rooms, and Levee Scenes; 

Despise the hovrs and curtsies, whisper'd talk ; 
I love the mumm^rtf from my very soul : 
Daily I spread its fame from pole to pole — 

What glorious quarry for the Muse's hawk J 

Ask if the Man whose heart the chase adores 

Wishes annihilation to wild boars, 

Or wolves so hungry.—" No," the Spobtsv an 

cries— 
^' Long live wild boars and wolves ! God bless dietr 

" eyesl'^ 

May ILiiiGA eaBist'¥vnxA Triflb (Hg with Kings! 
The Muse d^fiiseth not moi e prodous t^iings-m 

Such 
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Such sweet mock^grandeur i-^^o iublimefy gariikl 
Let's hare no Wasuingtons : did such appear^ 
The Muse imd I had ei*ry thing to fear- 
Soon forc'd to ask a pittance of the parish. 

Shich want no praise — in native Tirtae strong : 
'TisfollyyJoU^jficds the Poot's song. 
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WEYMOUTH AMUSEMENTS. 

PROEMIUM. 

GR£AT is of Hair-powder the sale**- 
DuNDAs and Pitt have both turn'd pale ; 
Yet Courtiers cry aloud its want of merit. 
Courtiers have try'd with all their spite 
To sink it in Oblivion's night — 
My friend, the Public, keeps it up with spirit. 

How often ive have seen a bullying Cloud 
Attack the Sun, and quarrel too aloud ; 
Spit, thunder, lighten, frighten the two poles, 

Block up ev'ry avenue for peeping ; 

On this side now, and now on that side creeping ; 
A sort of dirty maikin stopping holes! 

Sometimes the worried glorious God of Day 
Insists upon a view, and shows an eye ; 

Just as a Manager, wheti some sad play 
Is taken ill and very like to die. 

Kens through the curtain on the Critic Nation, 

All hissing, clattering, howling out damnation. 

♦ My ingenious Foem so called ; not Mr. Pitt's ingenious Tax on 
Uiat subject, which, vit are well iuformed, succeeds as miserably ut 
produce as reputation. 

Thus 
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Thus Envy, the vile hag, attacks mj rhymes, 
Swearing they shall not peep on distant times ; 

But violent indeed will be thetussel; 
I deem myself, indeed, a tuneful zohale: 
She swears I'm not. upon so larffe a scale ; 
H-ather a wrinkle, limpet, paltry mussel, 
CHugiag to heavy rocks, or wooaen things, 
Meaning my loyalty, percAonc^, to kings. 

The Public seems to like my brats, 

Begot, indeed, with little pain— 
Whether it turbot gives, or sprats, 

Behold another to maintain I 
Thus, then, I cast it on that Sea the Town : 
If truey it ncitnt / if spurious ^ let it drown* 



U 2 TH£ 
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SEE! Cjssar's off! {he ivat troundium koTien^ 
And, gatlienng, Ui I ^tkt Kara of Gs4»V covers t 

The royal hublmb i^s bodi efe «ad dar, 

And wide mouth'd Wonder marks the wild careen 

How like his golden brother of the sky, 

When Nature thunders, and the storm is high ; 

Now in, now out of clouds, behind, before. 

He rolls amid the elemental roar; 

Heav'ns ! with what ardour through the lanes h* 
dri?es, 
The country trembling for its tenants liyes ! 
Squat on his speckled haunches gapes the toad, 
And frogs afifrigh ted hop along the road: 
The hares astonish'd to their terrors yield, 
Cock their long ears^, and scud from field to field ; 
The owl,, loud hooting, from his ivy rushes; 
And sparrows, chattering, flutter from the bushes: 
Old women (calPd " a pack of blinking b — — s,") 
Dash'd by the thund'ring IjIghthgrse into ditches^ 
Scrambling, and howling, with post— rs pointed. 
Sad picture! plump! against the Lord's Anointed, 
Pogs baik, pigs grunt, the flying turkeys gobble ; 
Fowls crackle ; screaming geese, with stretch'd wing, 

hobble : 
Dire death his horses hoofs to ducklings deal^ 
And goslings gasp beneath the burning wheel. 

. Thu» 
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Thus the great Moh^ when he rushes forth, 

With all his winds, £ast, West, and SouTU, and 

North ! 
Flttiter'd the leares of trees, with woeful fright, 
Shook by his rage, and bullied by his might ; 
Straws from the lanes dispersed, and whirlM in air, 
The blustering wonders of his mouth declare. 
Heav'd from the deep foundations, with dread sound, 
Barns and old houses thunder to the ground. 
And bowing oaks, in ages rooted strong. 
Roar through their branches as he sweeps along. 
He breakfasts on .the road, gulps tea, bolts toast ; 
Jokes with the waiter, witty with the host ; 
Runs to the garden, with his morning dues ; 
Makes mouths at Cloacina's; reads the news. 
NoM' mad for fruit, he scours the garden round ; 
Kocks e\cry apple that he spies, to ground ; 
liOaxls e\'cy royal pocket, seeks his chaise; 
Plumps ill, and hlls the village with amaze. 

He's off again — he smokes along the road; 

Pursue him, Pye — pursue him with anode: 

And yet a pastoral might better please; 

That talks of sheep, aiui hay, and beans, and peas ; 

Of trees cut down*, that Riciimond's lawn adorn, 

To gain the pittance of a peck of corn. 

He reaches We vmouth— .treads the Esplanade — 

Hark, hark, the jingling bells! the cannonade! 

Drums beat, the hnrdigurdies grind the air; 

Dogs, cats, old women, all upon the stare ; 

Ml Weymouth gapes with wouder-^'hark! huzzas! 

The roaring m e!comc of a thousand jaws ! 

O PvE, shalt Tlwu^ Apollo's favorite son, 

\i\ loyalty by Peter be outdone? 

How oft 1 btar thy master on my back. 

Without one thimbleful! of cheering sack ; 

* Great has been the massacre among the sturdy oaks, to make room 
for the courtier-like pliability of the corn stalky that brings moicgrist 
to the Royal Mill. 

M 3 ^Vhile 
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While thauy (not drunk, I hdpc) O Bird di?incy 
OjPt wett'st thy whistle vith the Muse's wine. 
O haste where postrate Courtiers Monarchs greet,- 
Like cats that se^k the stmshine of the street : 
Where Chesterfield the lively spaniel springs, 
Rund, leaps, and makes rare merriment for Kings; 
Where sharp Macmanus, and fly Jealous, tread, 
To guard from Treachery's blow the Royal Head* ;. 
AVhere Nunn and Barber, + silent as the mouse,. 
Steal, nightly, certain goods to Glo^ster house. 

say, shall Caesar in rare presents thrive;^ 
Buy cheaper, too, than any man alive; 

Go cheaper in excursions on the water, 

And LAURtAT Pye know nothing of the matter ? 

^^s that should bid his Poet's bosom flame, 

And make his spendthrift subjects blush with shame. 

What though Tom Warton laugh'd at Kings andl 

Queens, 
And, grinning, ey'd them just as State Machines ;, 
Much better pleas'd (so sick of royal life) 
To celebrate Squire Punch and Punches wife ! 

1 grattt thee deep in Attic, Latian lore ; 
Yet learn the province of the Muse of yore : 

The Bards of ancient times (so Hist'ry sings) ^ 

Eat, drank, and danc'd, and slept with mighty KiifGS, 
Who courted, rev'renc'd, lov'd the tuneful throng. 
And deemM their deeds ennobled by a song. 

Lo, Pitt, arrives ! alas, with kntern face ! 
" What, hae, Pitt, hae — what, Pitt, hse, moretli^race ?" 

♦ Be it recollected iwith horror that a stone was flung at our beloved 
/Sovereign in St. James's Park, endangering hirlife; yet an impudent 
Rhymer thought otherwise ; who, on the occasion, had the audacity to^ 
wtite the following Epigram : 

Talk no nnore of rhc lucky escape of \\\t kead^ 
. From a flint so unwittingly thrown; 

I think very diff'rent — with thousands, indeed, 
•Tw?« a lucky escape for the stnot. 
^ Two trade men who repair constantly from Londoii to W«ymou thy 
when royrlty deigns to f isit the spot, ^ 

"Ah. 
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<^ Ah, Sirs, bad newfi! a second dire defeat! 
<^ Yende'e ttndtme, and all the Cuouans beatl** 

" H«, hae— what, what ?— beat, beat ?— what beat agcn ? 
^* Well, well, more monej-^raise more men, more men* 
^^ But mind Pirr, hae«»-mind, huddle up the news, 
^' Cein something, and the growling land amuse : 
'^ Make all the •$tfm.C;if/o^^«» to Paris caper, 
^^ . And Rose 4»hall print the victVy in his paper. 
*• Let's hear no more, no more of Cornish talcs-— 
^^ I sha*n't refund a guinea, Pitt, to Wales : 
^^ I can't afford it, no-^I can't afford: 
^' Wales cost a deal in pocket*cash and board. 
*< Pitt, Pitt, there's FaosT, my bailiff Frost — see, see t 
*^ Well, Pitt, go back, go back again — b'ye, b'ye : 
** Keep London still— no matter how they c4rp-— 
'' Well, well, go back, and bid Dundas look sharp. 
^^ Must not lose FRANCE*-<no, France must wear a 

," crown : 
<^ If Frakcg won't swallow««-ra^ a Monarch down* 
^ ' Some crowns are scarce w orth sixpence — ha;, Pitt f '* 
The Premier smil'd, and left the Royal Wit. 

Now Frost approaches — '^ Well, Frost, well, Frost 

pray, 
^' How went sheep a score? — how corn and hay?" 
'* An't please your Majesty a charming price: 
^' Corn very soon will be as dear as spice,'* 

^' Thank God ! but say, say, do the poor complain ? 
^' Hae, h»5 will wheat be sixpence, Frost, a grain ?*^ 



Uope not^ Sire ; for great were then my fears, 
That Windsor would be puird about our ears.' 



" Frost, Fo^ost, no politics — no, no, Frost, no: 
*' You, you talk politics ! oho, oho ! 
^' WiNnsoR come down about our ears ! what, what ? 
" D'ye thiuk, h«, h», that I'm afraid of that ? 

•^ ' ' ' " What 
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What, what are soldiers good for, but obey ? 

Macmanus, Townsend, Jealous, hae, hae, hae. 

Pull Windsor down ? hae, what ? — a pretty job ! 

Windsor be pull'd to pieces by the mob! 

Talk, talk of farming — that's your/or/, d'ye se^; 

And mind, m'mdj politics belong to me. 

Go back, go back, and watch the Windsor chaps • 

Count all the poultry ; set, set well the traps." 

See, see ! see ! Stacie* — here, here, Stacie, here— 
GoiuG to market, Stacie ?— dear, dear, dear, dear t 
I get all my provision by the mail — 
Hae, money plenty, Stacie ? don't fear jail. 
Rooms, rooms all full ? hae, hae ? no beds to spare ? 
What, what ! give trav'lers, hae, good fare, good fare ? 
Good sign, good sign, to have no empty beds ! 
Shows, shows that people like to see Crown'd Heads.'* 

The Mail arrives ! hark ! hark ! the cheerful horn, 
To Majesty announcing oil and corn; 
Turnips aud cabbages, and soap, and candles, 
Andlo! each article Great Caesar handles! 
Bread, cheese, salt, catchup, vinegar, and mustard, 
Small beer, and bacon, apple-pye and custard: 
All, all, from Windsor greets his frugal Grace, 
For Weymouth is a d-mn'd expensive place. 

Sal'sb'ry appears, the Lord of stars and strings : 
Presents his poemf to the best of Kings. 
Great Ci^sAR reads it — feels a laughing fit, 
And wonders Sal'sb'ry should bucome a w it, 

A batch of bullocks ! — see Great Gt:sar run : 
He stops the drover — bargain is bvgun. 
He feels their ribs and rump?— he shakes his head— • 
'' Poor, Drover, poor — poos, very poor indeed." 

* The honest Master of the Royal Hotel. 

+ This hi^h Lord is really a /ilgh Poet. His Journey to Weymout}i, 
which I was horribly afraid Would have forestalled rrvine with the Public, 
will make its appearance soon, and, I am informtd, is to be enriched 
with royal annotation. 

C^sar 
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• 

CjKsARand Drotsu iuffle^^diff^renee splits- 
How much ?— « «hlllittg ! what a t^j^ hit ! 
A load of hay in sight t Great Cjcsar Hies-— 
Smells— shakes his head«^^^ Bad hay^-i^sottr ha)r-^'* 

he buys. 
<< Smell, CocRTowN-«8mell«-*good bargam^ackjr 

load— 
<^ Smelly ConETQfV]r«-4we6ter hay was never oiow'd.^ 

A herd of swla^ gtyesV!-—" Whose hogs arc ttese? 
" Hae, Farmer, h« ?♦♦—«< Your»s, Mcastcr, if you please/* 
** Poor, Farmer, poor— 4eaii, lossy, rery poor— 
^^ Sell, sell, hae, sell?"— Iss, Measter, to bezure: 
^' My pigs were made for zale, but what o^that? 
^^ You caaH mun tean; itow, Zur, \ caal mun Tof... 
^' Measter^ I baafit a .starling— can't be cort ; 
^^ You think, Ugosh, to ha the pigs tor nortJ^ 
laolCiEsAR bttys the pigs— hevtily winks— 
<^ Has, Gwnm, the fellow is not caughiy he blinks— 
^^ Fool, not to know the bargain 1 hare got! 
*^ Hae, GwiKH ^-*nice bugain — lucky, lucky lot?* 

Enter the dancing dogs! they take their statioiii ; 
They bow, they curtsy to the Lqhu qf Natioiou 
They dauoe, tiiey skip, they charm the R— ^f Fun, 
While Courtien see themselTes almoit puidone. 

Lord Pautlrt enters on his hands and knees, 

Joining the hunts of hares with hunts of Heas*. 

Enter Sir Joseph ! gladdening royal eyes ! 

What holds his hand t a box of butterflies. 

Grubs, nests, and eggs of humming-birds, to please ; 

Noots, tadpoles, brains of beetles, stings of bees. 

The noble President without a bib on, 

To sport the glories of his blushing ribbon ! 

* The Eaii h» won the Royai smile, and is made a Lord of the Bed- 
chamber; but as capricious inconstancy is a prominent feature in the 
Brunswick family, a roytil frown maybe at no great disutice. 

The 
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The Fishermen ! the Fishermen behold ? 
A shoal of fish ! the men their nets unfold ^ 
Surround the scaly fry— they drag to land : 
C^SAR and Co. rush down upon the sand; 
The fishes leap about, — Gods! what a clatter! 
Cjesae delighted, jumps into the water— 
lie marvels at the fish with fins and scales—^ 
He plunges at them—- seizes heads and tails > 
£njoys the draught — he capers— laughs aloud, 
And shows his captives to the gaping crowd. 
He orders them to Glo'ster Lodige— they go : 
But are the Fishermen, rewarded,?— NQ 1 1 1 

C^sAR spies Lady CATHCAnrwithabook ;. 

He flies to know what 'tis...he longs to look. 
' What's in your hand, my. Lady ? let me know.'** 
^ A book, an't please your M-— — y."— '' Oho ! 
^ Book's a good thing. — good thing — I like a book^ 
^ Very good thing, my Lady, let me look-- «^ 
' War of America I my Lady, hae I 
Bad thing, my Lady ! — fling, fling that awaj.'^ 



A Sailor pops upon the Royal Pair, 
On crutches borne— an object of Despair r. 
His. squallid beard, pale cheek, and haggard ey«^ 
Though. 6i/^n^, pour for help a piercing cry. 

" Who, who Sire ijiou? what, what ? hae, what are you i*^ 
^' A man, my Liege, whom Kindness never knew.'* 
*' A sailor! sailor, hae ? you've lost a leg." 

^^ I know it. Sir — which ferces me to beg. 

^^ I've nine poor children, Sir, besides a wife— 

'^ God bless them! the sole comforts of my life.'* 

<' Wife and nine children, hae? — all, all alive?; 
^' No, no, no wouder that you cannot thrive. 

' " ^* Shame,. 
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^ ^ame, shame, to filfjonr hut with such a train! 
'^ Sl^ame to get brats for others to maintain* ! 
<' Get, a wooden leg, or one of cork : 
^' Wood's cheapest — yos^ get wood, and go to work. 
^^ But mind, mind Sailor — hae, h<e, hae — ^hear, hear—- 
'^ Don't go to AVindsor, mind, and cut one there : 
'^ That's dangerous, dangerous-->there I place mj traps«-« 
<< Fine things, fine things, for legs of thieving chaps : 
^^ Best traps, my traps — take care — thoy bite, they bit«, 
^' And sometimes catch a dozen legs a night." 

*^ Oh ! had I money, Sir, to buy a leg !" 

^^ No money, hae ? nor 1 — go beg— go beg"— 

How sweetly kind to bid the cripple mumpy 
And cut from other people'' s trees a stump ! 
How vastly like our kind Archbishop M— re+, 
AVho loves not beggar tribes at Lambeth door; 
Of meaner Parsons bids them ask relief— 
There, carry their coarse jugs for broth and beef! 

" Mine Gote I your Mashesty ! — don't hear sush stuff; 

^' De* AVorkhouse always geels de poor enough. 

^' Why make bout dirty leg sush wonderous fuss? 

'' And den, what impudence for beg of Us \ 

'' In Strelitz, O mine Gote ! dc beggars skip ; 

^' Dere, for a sharity, we geefs a whip. 

^' Monney make subje6ls impudent, I'm sure— 

*' Respedt be always where de pecp^l's poorJ*^ 

* Is not this sarcasm as applicable to throms as hovels 9 
-^ Oar tender Metfx>pQUtan, as well as the delicate sensibility of Mrs. 
M — Cj.are really tired with tip number of poor creatures who, three 
times a Week, have, from time immemorial, claimed the charitable 
donation of broth and meat from Lambeth Palace. It is pretty well 
known, that a strong application has been niad« for the removal of this 
nuisancCf but hitherto without success. 

^' How, 
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" How, Sail9r^ did you lose your hog ?— hit, hmi*^ 

'^ I lost it, please your Majesty^ at sea, 

^^ Hard fighting tor my country and my King*'' 

*^ Hae, what ? — that's common, very common thing. 
^' Hae! lucky fellow, that you were not £W//*rf; 
^* Some lose their heads, and many men are killM— 
'' Your parish? where'syour parish? hae— where, where?** 

^^ I serv'd my apprenticeship in Maachester," 

'^ Fine town, fine town-*-full, full of trade and riches«- 
^' Hae, Sailor, hae, can you make leather breeches ? 
^' These come from Manchester — there, there I got 'em!'* - 
On which Great Cjbsar claps his buckskin bottom* 



i6 



Must not encourage vagrants— no, no, no**^ 



^' Must not make Uws, my lad, and break 'em toot. 



(( 



Where, whereas your parish, has ? and where's yonr 
" pass? 

, *^ Well, make haste home— I've got, I'?e got no brass." 

Now to the EsPLANAnB a seat is borne. 

To ease the Q^-rn's sweet bottom and her com ; 

For cornt are apt e'en Mqfe^fy to bite, 

As well as on poor toes to rent their spite, 

Around tbcgra^cious ^^of England^ lo ! 

Dames of the Bedchamber, a goodly row ; 

Mobs passing by, of Majssty soJ^nd9. 

Dipping^ Jike docks^ their noddJies in a poodt 

How would this sight of Strelitz charm the soul? 

A loftij land, although a spider hoie ! 

Avaunt, all Frail-ones, from the Q — *s chaste riew ! 

Paw-UTxoN taints the air with such a crew ! 

Dare he approach ? full soon ye m«et resistance ; ^ ^ 

lunoTv^spure wife »hall shf^ve you at a distance : 

The East's proud Empress, who, with di'mond waad, . 

Can yisit the first Ladt of the Land ; 

Nay, 
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^ay, ttiore, the chronicles of truth ater, 
"Can make the Land's first Lady visit kcr! 

She comes ! the Majesty of this fair Isle 
'Greets -Mistress Imhoff with an dl-Hide smile; 
Bids her partake the radiance of a Crown, 
And, -on the seat of Innocence^ sit down. 
Lo ! down ^he sits \ the mob, all envying, views, 
•As Mistress Imhoff whispers Indian news. 

The Staotholoer ! he joins Queen Charlotte — bumj^ 
Falls on the seat of royalty his rump ! 
Peace to his spirit ! he begins to doze ! 
He snores ! heav'ns bless the trumpet of his nose ! 
So great his folly, that the world, ma^hap^ 
Shall, grinning, point at Hoogen Moogen's nap. 
Prikces of Europe, pray exclaim not ^^ shame !'' 
Oo, for Mankind's repose, and do the same. 

My Lady H- ■ e appears ! how large ! 

Deep laden, like a camel, or a barge. 

What's all beneath her petticoats ?-^Shawls, chints^i.. 

Why should the Muse, indeed, the matter miuce ? 

Muslins the richest of the fertile ¥A2i&t, 

Lo, back she moves again to be undfost ! 

At Glo'ster Lodge, upon the bed she squats, 

To drop the lumber, shawls, and broider'd brats ; 

AVhere England's happy ^ ■ ■ her sfeps pursuit 

Attends the labour, and tufns accoucheuse. 

Ilarkl CiKSAR and the little children talk ; 

Together laugh, together too they walk ; 

The mob around admire their pleasant things, 

And marie that children talk as uell as Kings. 

And now to Delamot's the M ii speeds : 

He catphes up a score of books, and reads-— 
I.«eariis nothing— sudden quits the book-abode--^ 
Orders his horse, and scours the Dorset road. 
He's in again ! he boards the barge—sets sail-** 
Jokes with the sailors^ and enjoys the gale ; 

VaLsill N - Descants 
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Descants on winds and waves — the land ^ regahtt. 
And gives the Tars just no/Ai/z^ for thoif jioin^ / 
For, what a bore that Kings ^e\T^lax>ts%lnn\\i!i'pa^l 
Sufficient is the honour of the day ! 
Now S]irings the Sov' reign wildly to the seas- 
Rushes intrepid ivl^-' along to^ knees I 
Old Neptune, jealous of his world, looks big— » 
And blust'riug Boreas blows away his wig. 

O Pye! amidst such doings canst thou sleep-f 
Such wonders whelping on the land and deep4 
So nobly form'd to deck t\i^ historic page, 
Astonish man, and swell the Muse's rage ! 

Thus, thus I sing -of Royalty, unpaid ; 

In Courts observe, -and follow to the shade ; 

And mean, God willing, since ^oie M'ilt not write, 

To give each ^word aftd action to the light ; 

With daily deeds my voice sublimely raise, 

And sound wise speeches into distant days. 

In spite .of low ^[>faiocii act, th« Brute, 
Kings shall at length regain thvlr lost repute^ 
The poor sunk Falcon, robb'd of every plume. 
That snaps the ground, and mourns his humble deom, 
With powerful pinion soon from earth shall rise. 
Mix with the solar blaze, and sweep the skies. 

Such shall be done, if pow'r the Bard can boast, 
Who deems the hvacd too precious to be lost. 
And since AutrUSTi't! deign'd with Bards to dine. 
And, blest M'ith Bards, Mec^nas drank his M-ine^ 
O let us hope that mighty modern Kings 
May cease to class the Bards with vulgar things^ 
And of the tuneful Tribe think somewhat higher, 
Than Newgate's Bellman or a Country Cryer *! 

Should 

* Never were the A««^ot, alias Poets, in more dUesteem than at the 
Court of the Brunswicki* Homer, sin^tn^of tuchas were the greatest 

favourites 
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Should this rare aera rise, and Brunswick's Grace 
Revive the drooping glory of his race ; 
How happy at Saint James's, my friend Pye, 
At Buckingham and. Windsor, Thou and /, 
To see lair Genius re-assume her reign ; 
Dullness and Avarice expell'd the sct»ne ;~ 
The fanning Bards their laurel IM fronts display, 
And proudly triumph over Hogs aud Uu^! 

Once more, the% let me beg thee, lazy Ptx, 

To follow MoNARCHs wheresoc'er ticy fly : 

When from the lofty pinnacle of thrones, 

They sink, to tread, with vulgar folks, the stones ; 

To Weymouth waves, and sands, and shops repair ; 

Dash country Joans with dread, and Bumpkins scare : 

For ever trifling, and for ever blest, 

In laugh, and hop^ and akip^ and jump, and je&t— 

How like the rustic boy, the simple Thino, 

Who only wish'd to be a nighty King ; 

(So meanly mpdest waa hi» pxay^r to Fate) 

To eat fat porky and ride upon a gate ! 



Mr. PITT'S 
FLIGHT TO WIMBLEDON. 

JUST as I prophesy'd ! — the storm begins ! 
And thou art ofl — for Wimbledon, I ween, 
To hide thee there for all thy courtly sin?-, 
So complaisant indeed to King and Queen ! 

favourites of ancientJMonarchs , mentiont Inlii^A Kanuif,' Tutley^ 
Ati^Vf, and Mayl»», i, e, a bo£ior^ a House- Carpenter, and a Con- 
juror. These, our beloved S- n, following this classical example of 
antiquity, has noticed znd recommended : Doctor Willis, to Parliament; 
Sir William Chambers, to the ComptroUcrship of the Board of Works i 
and Signor Pinetti, to the Patronage of all the tuise of the Metropolis. 

N 2 Loud 
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Loud was thy window's crash — a show'r of stones. 

Pour'd in thick vollies from the angry Mob. 
How the rude pebbles sought thy Yajiish'd bones ! 

And cry'd aloud, *' Where is the fellow's knob P^ 
But disappointed, on the carpet spread. 
They griev'd they could not rattle round thy bcad«. 

DcNDAs's hay-loft, soon, I guess, 

In secrecy wilt thou possess ; 
Or else another secr.et nameless place— 

A sweei asylum from the rage 

Of such as desp'rate battle wage 
With men who plunge the Nation in disgrace*. 

This was a terrible affair ! 

Undoubtedly it made thee stare I 
Indeed I think that thou wert right. 
To ask the friendship of a flight. 
Alas ! when Danqek his stem fonn rereals^,. 
There's reallj^ wisdom in a pair of heels- L 

Since not a soul dares ope his jaws 
To plead, O Pitt, thy awkward cause, 
1*11 be thy Counesl, Man, to bring thee off 
Not Fave thy reputation — no— 
. Thaf s an Herculean work, I trow ; 
Thy name must bear, indeed, th' eternal scoff. 

Come from thy hay-loft, then, or thy retjeat,. 
AVhere Cloacina keeps hcp silent seat, 

jVjid let me lead thee to the People's eye. 
Kneel dowvn before them — own thy heavy guilt, 
For meanness and Kiiig-flatt'ry — treasure spilt, 

And other sms too glaring to deny. 

This then be thy confession, Pitt :— 

'^ Alas ! by mad Ambition bit, 

^' And grinding hunger, too, I needs must say ; 

^' Wher« 
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^* Where ficKle Fortune loves to sport, 
^^ I sought the regions of the Court ; 
^' But Couscience damns, alas ! the idle daf. 

<< 1 bawrd Reform with Richmond's Lord, 

*' Bnt never meant to keep my word. 
^' Our bawlings frighten'd the Great Man and Wo* 
" man; 

** With patriot threats we forc'd our way, 

^^ Aud, while 'twas sunshine made our hay, 
^^ A trick with Statesmen by no means uncommon.* 

" Ye gave me credit for my cries, 

^^ And, guU'd, with pleasure saw m? rise ; 
*^ Though soon, too soon, ye uiock'dtae royal choice; 

" Too soon 1 read in ev'ry face 

" The Hist'ry of a sad disgrace, 
<^ Heard execration load the gen'ral voice. 

*' The breeze of popularity soon dy'd— 

^' Soon ebb'd of Fame, aJas ! th' inconstant tide: 

'' Yet held I places in the people's spite ; 

" Agreed, amongst my other sins, 

*' For cursed Hanoverian skins ; 
^' Agreed for Gallic despotism <o fight ; 
*' Agreed to pay th' Apothecary^s bill, 
*' And load, with your good grist, the Royal mill. 

" Whisper'd the Nation's purse was all their own ; 

^' That subjects were rank rascals to complain ; 

'' Who, silent, ought to bear their galling chain } 
^' And swore rebellion lurk'd in ev'ry groan* 

5' I own the Royal barns are full of corn ; 

^^ The finest, fattest beeves the land adorn ; 

^^ The fairest sheep, in Windsor fields are seen j 
" Increase on ev'ry acre smiles, 
*^ The richest 'mid the Queen of Isles :— 

" All these belonging to our K. and Q. 

N 3 "Bat 
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^^ But what can I ?— I dare not speak«- 

^^ I dare not say the People squeak, 
^^ And sullen look, and threat, and swear, and ciy.^ 

^' Tis a vile shame the realm should starve : 

^' Why should, not they have fowls to carve ? 
^^ Although he is, forsooth, so wond'rous high. 
*^ We put him there— we give him all his money—*- 
^^ 'Tis hard the bees should want a little honey. 

«« R D shall out, the manof leather guns, 

^^ Whom Bravery scorns, and beauteous Science 

''' shuns; 
*' AVhtfm seeming idiotism and madness rules ; 
** The veriest laughing-stock of veF.;est idols. 
a II ., Y no more shall drain the hectic State,. 
*' And suck, the leach, the Empire to her fate.. 

** Lo, from the seat of Justice will I sweep 

" The FUR-CLAD Rogue, renown'd for stealing sheep% 

*< I blush to think 1 help'd the wars of Kings, 
^' And, meanly crouching, made a royal pother. 

*' I now think Princes very so»so things ; 

^' The one half cheats, and arrant fools the other. 

<* E'en to the tune she chooses, let her dance ; 

*^ I'U craan no despots down, the throat of Fr^ujce., 

** I own myself, alas! an arrant fool, 

" Not to suspect and look that Prussian througlr: 
'< Yet to HvpocRrsv I went to school ; 

" Butj hang the fellow, 'he was Yorkshire too."" 

* Whether this notorious and lofty Limbof t!ie Lavr will be hanged 
•I not, even the prophetic powers of the Muse cannot foretell ; but thar 
a score of stolen sheep, which the ownersswore to, were in this fellow V 
pens, exhibited for sale lately at a country fair, is a fa6l that admits of 
no contradi6lion. Maify bets are pending ; and the odds, as well as- 
ilie ho/cs of the country, are on the rop. 

When 
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When out of place, then " right is State reform^* 

^' Oh ! Tenal Parliaments are cursed things :" 
But, when in place— ^^ Don't, don't proroke the storm;. 
<^ Why alter, why displease the best of Kings V* 
Such is the creed of all the Courtier train ; 
Rocks of our hope-^he Imps that we maintain* 

<^ As sharks and whales pick daily a good dish 
^< From all the dainty under-world of fish^ 

'' So~ Tyrants, at a most ungodly rate, 
<^ For human dishes, daily, hourly prowl ; 
" And as the weazel sucks the dggs of fowl, 

'' Thei/y greedy,, suck that larger egg, the StaTC^ 

" But no such master will I serve,^ 

'^ Nor mistress, christen'd K — and Q— ; 

^' Who, whilst their plunder'd subjects starve^ 
'' Are, 'midst their hoarded millions, seen* 

** The PtoPLE's Servanty till by Fate o'erpower'd ;. 
^' By G — that People shall not be devour'd !" 

Thm if thou swearest— hear me— *by our skinS^ 
Which jet our bastinado'd backs retain ; 

Gen'rous, we'll wipe out thy old score of sins. 
And yield thee sitfi* 'ranee to Segin again. 

Thus if thou swearest,. and wilt fsisk. no more^ 
A pardoiL shall be thine— our anger O'er. 

Heed not the wrath of Kings—- the Nation made 'em-«- 
The People put on board their backs their honors ;. 
And should Kings forfeit their esteem, the Donors 

Can (if I err not) in a trice unlade 'em. 

Such, Pitt, is my advice— but thou art proud, 
Although, so lately one of us poor croud. 

Crawling, by mean degree*, to thine high statTon t 
Thou canst not well remember thy old rags, 
Or thou hadst been more sparing of thy brags ; 

Insulting thus a much too generous Nation. 

Lo, 
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Lo, thus the Lad in base Saint Giles's born, 
Blest with a barrow, first begins to bawl ; 

Where Plenty, ah ! exaltetk not her horn — 
Potatoes the poor barrow's little (dL 

At length, succeeding b j a luek^ cry^ 

And Fortune's fav'ring smile, ^he Lad can buy 

A basket ! — nay, two baskets for his barrow ; 
To which he hangs the baskets with much pride^ 
With endive, celery, and greens beside— 

Yes^wit^ mtick pride, that ^arms his inmost marrow- 

With all the gaping energy of song, 
Proudly he rolls his whole estAtTE along \ 

Ambition still inspires his panting heart ^ 
And now sublime he rises to a ctu't^ 

But not without a Jackass, let me say : 
A Jack is harness'd— on the cart he mounts-* 
Looks round— ijlate, his cabbages he counts, 

And triumphs in his Partner's Brudenell-bray, 

He stops not here— Ambitio-n goads his soul 
To bid his orb in loftier regions roJL 

In CovENT Garden, lo ! a shop be gains f 
Pines, nect'rines, plums, and apricots, and peach^s^ 
Behold I his laudable ambition reaches, 

And now the Jackass and the cart disdains. 

An Ass's dittif wounds his nker ear, 
Bringing to mind his l»te and humble sphere : 

Archbishop.like, he towers within his stall- 
Looks on the barrow, cart, and basket crew^ 
With all the consequence of man, askew. 

And for a pack of beggars, damns them alL 
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ODE TO THE FRENCH. 

OH ! with what freedom have ye treated Kixgs !* 
Say, did not ye equip their backs with wings^ 
Yet cruelly cut off their heads for Jfi^ing^ 
Alas! so lately did ye Kings adore ! 
Now 'tis a wolf, a lion, a wild boar-^ 
A hypocrite, a thing of theft and lying. 

What folly to create the hungry Kite^ 
Yet quarrel with his appetite and claws ; 

Or grumble at the Tiger's ravenous bite, 
Yet give the savage such a pair of jaws ! 

For ever are ye plung'd in mad extremes ! 

Let Common Sense, &en rouse you from your dreamt.^ 

GftANSEUR, I 6wn, seems much iacreas'd ia size ; 
Much gaudier too her dress to mortal eyes. 

The lofty Lords and Ladies of our Isle, 
Enough to make a grave old Tom Cat smile, 

Must ev'ry thing, forsooth, in style enjoy ;. 
And if to Margate Doctors bid them go, 
By seUy to purify from head to toe. 

Turn up their dainty noses at a Hoy. 

" Foh ! in a Hot/, the filthy thing, embark ! 

'' Loaded with beasts of all kinds— Noah's Ark l"^ 

So nice ! that, had they by good chance been born 
When Captain Noah put his wife on board, 

With all his other live stocky they had sworn 
To go together boldly to the Lord ; 

That is to say, be drown'd !— bid life adieu, 

S#oner tha^ sail with such a stinking crew. 

Y<^ 
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Yet let me add— not all the Great are nice;: 

Not all by pride are tainted, the vile vice- 
No I witness our good K — and our good Q — ^^ 

Lord love ^em !. our most humble Q*- and K-~ 

Can, gracious, stoop io any little thing, 
However humble, not however mean. 

Heav*ns blees their pretty, goodly, greasy Graces T 
I've seen them bolt fat bacon at the races ;. 
On Ascot course devour such loads of ham, 
And wash it down, so dainty^ with a dramL 

How simple t like tamsuty an ancient Ring^ 
That roasted royal dinners by a stringy 

And turned the royal rapier to a spit r 
Though full of magnanimity, could stoop 
To boil, in their grand helmets, beef and soup^ 

And eat from thence,, so ipreat their saving wit T: 

When good Prince — * ddgn*d visii our small Isie^^^ 

Grand soul ! he came in eery humble style- 
Cut no huge figure-*HDiade no mighty flash 

Two shirts beloog'4 unto, the ftrinoely lad;. 

*Twas all the linen treasure that he hidy 

Which poor old Moxuer Dayxes us'd to wash ; 

Goody of Richmond I Mother to the Man + 
Who strikes with rcv'rent awe the £tok Clan* 

'' Dear Prince," quoth Mother Da^ies^ " many ai 

*^ time 
*^ The lad in linen was so wond'rous short, 
^' I've made '^ wait until I cleaned the grime^ 
^' To make 'n, like a CkrktioMy go to Court.. 

• The name of this young Stoelitz man, or Tfince^ is abiolutcly 
i^rgotten ; but he is, or was, fall brother to our most gracious Queen. 
+ Mr. Davies^the present Provost of Eton College. 

« Yes, 
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^^ Yes, on my thorn there, many and many an eye 
^^ Hath seen his Honor's linen put to dry ; 
^^ Sut soon, indeed, V increase his little store, 
^' His Sister, Madam, made a pouple more/' 

>But to return — folks thouglit strange things of yore. 
When no absurdity Belief could shock; 

When Gossip Prejudice put in her oar, 
To scull the simple mind on Error's rock. 

IVhat thousands thought that Kings and Queens eoi 
gold! 

That beef and mutton was too coarse a fare; 
And that their bodies were so finely souTdy 

They breath'd a fluid beyond vulgar air. 

^ould not conceive that air so gro^ and common j 

En t' ring a dog's, a cat's, a monkey's nose. 
Inflated a Queen's lungs, so great a woman ; 

Or King^^ whom such .rare particles compose. . 

Yes'1 'tis confess'd that Folly rul'd Mankind^- 
*'Twas once the same with we, the BkRu, 1 find. 

'4 grant that I, in life's more early day, 
Deem'd'KiNfig^frtiw^ God-almigJUies^ formed for SwA Y^ 

The Vsw'E.iiii'EyJ^ce'Simpie — «// their own : 
^ho' now I think the People claim a right 
To somewhat rather larger than a mite ; 

Nay, that we should e'en halve it with the Throne* 

•I cry'd " Nought's little whidi great Kings approve ; 

'^ Kings turn, like Midas, all they touch tog"oW— • 
*^ Witness LordllAWK'sB'nY, turn*dy hy Royal Love, 

" From Jenkinson^ a clod of meanest mould." 

What is there in B.feg^ '^ Lord ! nought ye cry. 

To me a, fog was onee importimt-^why ? 

C.£8AR with glory cloth'i the fog, I trow— 

Ah ! Jiow ? — Read, read the story, and yell know. 

CiESAR 
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CAESAR AND THE FOG. 

'€iESAR, upon a summer's golden day, 
Got early from his bed to smell his hay. 

And see if all his fowls were safe and sound ; 
And likewise see what traps had legs and feet 
Belonging unto men who wish'd to treat 

Their chaps with chicken on forbidden ground. 

Enter a General (Carpenter) low bowing, 
Scraping, and, mandarin-like, nodding, ploiighhig, 

With nose of rev'rence sweet, the humble grass.*-*- 
^' Hae, General, hae ? what news, what news in town ?*^ 
^' None, Sire." — " None, Genial? — GenVal, ha?j 
" none, none ?" 

" Nothing, indeed, O king, is ^oine lo pass." 

" Strange 1 strangel — what, what— see nothing on 
'" the way ? 

'' Ilae, haj ?" cry'd Caesar, all for news agog. 
^' Nothing, my Liege — no, nothing, I may say, 

" Excepting upon Jlonnslow, Sir, dijogj*^ 

" Fog upon Ilounslow, Gen'ral ? large fog, hae, 
" Ov small fog, Gen'ral ?" — " Large, an't please 
you, Sire." 
^' Strange, vastly strange 1 — what, large fog, large fog, 
^' praj' ? 
" Yes, yes, yes — large fog, that I much admire. '1 

CwCSAR and Carpenter now^ talk'd of wars. 

Of cannon, bullets, sw ords, and wounds, and scars ^ 

AVhen, in the middle of the fight, the King 
Sudden exclaim'd — '^ Fog upon Hounslow, hae ? 
^< Large fog too, Gen'ral ?— well, go on, on pray-*— 

<^ Strange ! very strange.!— extraordinary thing T* 

Now dwelt the Gen'ral on the battle's rage, 
Where muskets, muskets — guns, great guns, engage, 

Redd'niog 
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Hedd'ning with blood the field, and stream, and bog ; 
When, rushing from the murd'rous scene of glorj, 
The Monarch sudden marr'd the Gen'ral's story — 

^' Fog upon Hounslow, Gen' ral— large, large fog ?'• 
*^ Yes, Sir," said Carpenter unto the King.— 
^^ Strange, very strange! extraordinary thing !" 

At length the General ^niWc^lucky elf !— 

With much politeness, and much sweat and pain. 

^« Thank God!" the General whisper'd tq himself-^ 
" Curse me, if ever I hnd fogs again I" 



THUS, then, I rev'renc'd fogs in former days, 
Because I worshipp'd Kings ; and though I cease 

King-adoration, Kings shall share my praise, 
Although the gape of Wonder may decrease* 

I star'd on Kings as Comets with amaze ; 
But now a deal diminish'd is the blaze : 

Kings are mere tallow^andles, nine in ten, 
Wanting a little snuffing now aud then ; 

Harb'ring a Thief that plays a dangerous game \ 
Which if we did not watch, and strait pursue, 
The fat is in the fire ! and then adieu 

That grease so rich^ the parent of the flame. 

^ay, worse event from this same Thief appears ! 
The houscy at times, is burnt {ibout our ears. 

Yet pray, Sirs^ take a King from Miszer Pitt, 
^nd calmly to the Sovereign's will submit ; 

And not, as ye have done, on madness border : 
Nay, list to me, for oracles I t«ll— 
Kings for the People will do very well, 

JUike candles and their thieves^ when kept in ordcr^ 

Vol.111. O ODB 
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ODE TO THE MILL 

EreSled in Windsor Park, for grinding Corn €ti a 
cheap Rate for the l^ooR* 

ISAID^ his M— Y was vert/ good! 
Ready to. sacrifice his royal biood-— 
Yes, for the Poor, each precious drop to spill : 
And now behold the Corn is grinding down ; 
Such is the glorious bounty of the Crown 1 
And, lo 1 in Windsor Park a stately Milli 

Blow, blow, ye breezes— faster, gentle gales ! 
Oh, for the Poar of Windsor fill the _sails ! ^ 

£gham and SrAiNEs^^not Brentford^ that Tjle place, 
Wiiose wicked imps in Royalty's despite. 
Rushed to the Royal gardens at deep night, . ^ 

And foully jnurder'd half the Dryad race. 

Blow, gentle gales : ye breezes harder blow : 
Or «oon the charity will cease to flow : 

Ships to Old Thames are pouring in with corn, 
While Madam Ceres whets her scythe and hook ; 
1 hear the clandcing sound in every nook ; 

The reapers song already cheers the morn» 

I said his Majesty wag gQod and great ; 

And that the famish'd Poor would have a treat : 

And now, liiphold, they fatten 0n the flour \ 
Vile Chronicle, I know what thou wflt say— 
" Why do not Mooarchs give the flour away ? 

<^ Why not a part of hoarded millions pour ?" 

Grind, gentle Mili., and bring down all the bntn | 
The blacker His, the wholesonter for man. 

I know 
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I know that saucy Englishmen will say, 

'' Why will not Monarchs give their beef away, 

'^ While Famine's face stares forth from ev'ry door ? 
^' How, with an easy heart, can Monarchs keep 
'' Such droves of cattle, and such flocksf of sheep, 

*' While BLuNoER gnaws the vitals of the Pooa ?" 

Grind, gentle Mill, with speed, the corn away j 
Nor heed what envious, jealous, people say. 

*' Why," cries the mob, '^ bejewell'd shines the Q ' , 
** While Poverty appears with sallow mien ? 
<< All know the millions ~ 'twas from us they came : 
<( To shine;^ while thus we sufier, is a shame." 

Worms I know ye not that Hanoyer is poor^ 
The fav'rite spot of our most gracious K — ? 

And shidl no guineas, O ye foDls, go o'er, 

Where all our Princes drank at Wisdom's spring ? 

Grind, gentle Mill«— nor let one grain be lost : 
Well knows the Monarch what a bushel cost. 

Is not poor Strelitz very poor indeed, 

That gave this Nation a most gracious Q— ? 

And, O ye Rogues, in Hist'ry shall we read, 
That guineas never were in Strelitz seen ? 

Inform me, fools, what jewels can go f^erf, 
To match the goodly Jewel sent us here ? 

Fools ! was not Hesse as poor as a church mouse, 
Till good Amelia sent her thousands o'er ? 

At once lank Poverty forsook the house. 

And, stead of straw ^ a carpet grac'd the floor. 

In thee what semblance unto K— s I find, 

Not British^ but to Foreign K — s I trust; 
Who of the simple Poor the faces grind, 
• Just as thou grindest ev'ry grain to ijtust. 

O a Grind, 
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Grind, gentle Mill, with all thy kind endeavour ! 
O grind away 1 — for better laie than never*. 
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SAY not unto a K-, « Thou fool l"^For^why ? 
'Tls unpolite«— though t>o«6v2>/^ no lie : 
The speech, too, blights Freflbment's opening bad- 
Make Monarchs and Dame Wisdom near relations, 
And all (he Virtues too— such kirt'Creaiions 
May wo;*k thy temporalities tnttch good. 

Laud) to each word, however weak, begiv'n 
And let each earthjf a6lion scent of heaven. 

To cry " Thou fool I" were foolish, let me say ; 
Because Kings have so much to give aaoy— . 

Steps to Preferment are compos'd of potteries: 
So easily ye scale her lofty walls, 
Just as ye mount the summit of St. Paul's— 

But truths ! — aye, what are truths !— oh I fatal 
^att'riqs ! 

Or if wo change the figure,, fatal ropes^ 
That of A MBiTiON hang the lofty hopes. 
Truths should be only spoken of the Devil ; 
Tho' that's ungrateful too, and eke uncivil. 

*^ But hast not 7'Aow (exclaims the man of spleen) 
^' Taken strange liberties with K — and Q — ? 

" Laugh'd at Idolatry who hugs a throne ?" 
Well ! grant my want of reverence for a Crown ; 
Equal to him is Fortune's smile and frown. 

Whose modest teeth can deign to pick a bone. 

* This noit astonishing Charity soon expired. The Children of Fa- 
mine poured io too plentifully upon the Royal munificence; whick 
very soon must have reduced Majesty to thesams most pitiable situa- 
tion ! 



ODE TO THfi ELEF^Airr. I4fl 

il^ passions ate the children (easy creatures) 
Of Moderation ! boust the Mother's features, 

And MoTHEK** chast simplicity, the dove ; 
Can sleep upon the humble sod, and swill, 
With great good glee, the yalley's lucid rill, 
V- And batten on the berries of the grore. 

Look at yon groupe of sucking pigs — how blest ! 
What makes them so ?— -clean straw to form a nest ! 

So slight a thing their happiness composes ; 
What dialogue ! how arch they squint about ! 
Now bury their sweet heads — now pull thenrottiy 

And toss the wisps so white upon their noses. 

These pigs are just my passions, that can draw 
Mirth and contentment from a simple straw. 

T% passions are of lofty wing perchance^ 
Pant for the ortolan and wines of France ; 

Unblest, if venison turn not on thy spit ; - 
Unbiest, if turtle smoke not on thy board, s 
Go then, and flatter Britain's mighty Lord, 

Kueel to Dundas, and prostrate fall to Pitt. 



. GDE TO THE ELEPHANT, 

Just arrived from Bengal^ as a Present from the 
Nabob of Arcot to Her Majesty, 

POOR fellow ! thou art come, but come^in Tain ; 
And may St as' well, methinks^ go back again ! 
Thy meat and passage giye our Court the spleen } 
Dear, very dear, is now all sort of meat ; 
And all such luckless presents as can eat 
Have found no favour yet with K — or Q— -. 

Now hadst thou been a diamond (no bad size,) , 
Or pearl, or ruby, how the royal eyes 

O 3 Had 
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Had idoliz'd thee; gloried to behold ! 

Rather too bulky for a brochcy I fear. 

Or pm, OT pretty pendant for the ear- 
But then thou wouldst hare been cut up and sold* 

Yes ! thou hadst then been welcome— but, alas 
Since nought but^fh and blood! then munching grass^ 
And what is most insufferable, com; 
Such sad expenses never can be borne. 

Of Windsor, Richmond, Kew, the helpless PooR> 
Whose plaints have made the Royal eyes run o'er, ; 

Live on their gracious bounty ev'ry day : 
For them their Guaces ope their golden bags ; 
To good warm broad-cloth change their dirty rags^ 

And round their hovel cast a royal ray. 
Seek then thy glooms again, and dusky loves— 
The Great Mogul perhaps of £astern groves^ 

A crying sin, O Elephant, is thine*— 

Thy stomach form'd on such a monstrous scale ! 

E'en Strelitz people^ who in eating shine. 
Not quite like thee with heavy loads regale. 

Yet not to Strelitz be deny'd applause : 

Wide are their mouths, and sack-like are their maw5. 

Yet if resolv'd to live with Queens and Kings ; 
While meat and drink are such expensive things ; 
Pull out thy stomach, cut away thy snout, 
And try^ poor fellow, try to live zcithout* 



1 
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THS 

SORROWS OF SUNDAY^ 

AN ELEGY. 

The intended Annihilation o^ Sunday* s harmless Amuse- 
ments^ by three or four most outrageously-zettlous 
Members of Parliament^ gave birth to the following 
Elegy. The Hint is borrowed from a small Compom 
sitionj entitled^ " The Tears of Old May Day.'' 

MILD was the breatli of Morn : the blushing sk)C 
Receiv'd the lusty Youth with golden hair, , 
Rejoicing in his race^ to run, to fly ; 
As Scripture says, " a Bridegroom d6bonnaire ;" 

When, full of fears, the decent Sunday rose, 
And wander'd sad on Kensington!^ fair greens 

Down in a chair she sunk with all h6r woes, 
And touch'd, with tender sympathy, the scene. 

^' hard Sir Richard Hill P' exclaim'd the Dame ; 

*' SiBr William Dolben, cruel man [** qnoth she ; 
*^ And Mister Wilber force, for shame ! for shame 

*^ To spoil my little weekly jubilee. 

*' Ah ! pleas'd am I the humble Folk to^view ; 

'^ Enjoying harmless talk, and sport, and jest; 
^' Amid these walks their fooUtepfi to pursue, 

" To see them smiling, and so trimly drest» 

*^ Since the Lord rested on the seventh day^ 
" Which showeth that Omnipotence was /iW; 

*^ As Moses, in old times, was pleasM to say, 
'' (And MosEs was most certainly inspired;) 

"Why 
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' « Why should not Man, too, rest ?"— .« Not" cries 
Sir Dick : 
^' At Brother Rowland^s let him knock his knees, 
*^ Pray, sweat, and groan ; of this damn'd world be sick^ 
^' Of mangy morals crack the lice and fleas ; 

" Break Sin's vile bones-^-pull Satan by the nose ; 

'^^ Scrub, with the soap and sand of Grace, the soul ; 
^ Gire Unbelief, the wretch, a rats-bane dose ; 

^' And stop, with maikins of riolr Faith, each hole : 

••* Spit in foul Drunkennesses beastly mug ; 

" Kill, with sharp prayers, each oflspring of the 
« Devil -^ 
*< Give to black Blaspiiemt, a Cornish hug ; 

" And box, with bats of Grace, the ears of Evil.'* 

Susan, the constant slarve to mop and broom ; 

And Marian, to the spites and kettle's art ; 
Ah 1 shall not thei/ desert the house's gloom,. 

Breathe the fresh air one moment, and look smart ? 

Meet, in some rural scene, a Colin's smile ; 

With love's soft stories wing the happy hour ; 
Drop in his dear embraces from the stile. 

And share his kisses ia the shady bow'r ? 

^^ No !" roars the Huntingdonian Priest— ^^ No^ 



a 



no ! 



^' Lovers are liars— Love's a damned trade ; 
*^ Kissing is damnable— to hell they go— 

^' The Devil's claws await the Rogue and Jade. 

*^ Mif chapel is the purifying place : 

'' There let them go to wash their ^ins away : 

*^ There ^ from my hand, to pick the crumbs of Grace, 
" Smite their poor sinful craws, and howl, and pray.'* 

How 
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How hard, the laboring hands no rest should know^ 
But toil six datfs beneath the galling load. 

Poor souls ! and then, the seventh be forc'd to go 
And box the Devil, in Blackfriars Road* ! 

Heav'n glorieth not in phizzes of dismay ; 

Heav']» takes no pleasure in perpetual sobbing^ 
Consenting freely, that my fav'rite day 

May have her tea aud rolli^ and hob and nobbing. 

In sooth, the Lord is pleai'd, when Man is bleit ; 

And witheth not his blisses to blockade : 
'Gainst tea and coffee ne'er did he protest, 

Enjoy'd, in gardens, by the men of trade. 

Sweet \» White-Condtjit House, and Baovxoor* 
Wells, 
Chalk Farm, where Primrose Hill puts forth 
her smile ; 
And Don Saltebo's where much wonder dwells, 
Expelling Work-day's matrimonial bile. 

Life with the down of cygnets may be clad , 
Ah ! why not make her path a pleasant track ? 

•* No !" cries the Pulpit Terrorist, (how mad) ; 
'' No ! let the world be one huge hedgehog's back." 

Vice (did his rigid mummery succeed) 

Too soofi would smile amid the sacred walls ; 

Venus, in tabernacles make her bed ; 

And Paphos find herself amid Saint Paul's. 

Avaunt Hypocrisy, the solemn jade. 

Who, wilful, into ditches leads the blind : 

Makes, of her canting art, a thriving trade, 
And fattens on the follies of mankind ! 

Look at ArchSishops, BiSHops, on a Fast, 

Denying hackney-coachmen e'en their beer ; 
Yet, lo! their Butchers knock, vr'iih Jlesh repast ; 
With turbotsj lo ! the Fishmongers appear ! 

♦ The place of Mr. Rowland Hill's Chapel. 

The 
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The PoTBOTs howl with porter for their bellies j 
The Bakeks knock , with cu'^tards, tart» and pies ; 

Confectioners, with rare ice creams and jellies ; 
The FkuitekeR) lo ! with richest pine supplies ! 

In secret^ thus, they eat, and booze, and nod ; 

In public^ call indulgence a damrCd^vU ; 
Order their simple flocks to Tucalk with God^ 

And ride themselves an airing with the Devil* 
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PETER'S PORTFOLIO i 



CONTAINING 



FABLEi 
TRANSLATION^ 



ODE^ 

ELEGT^ 

EPIGRAM^ 



SONO^ 

PASTORAL, 

LETTERS. 



WITH EXTRACT! FROK 

TRAGEDY, COMEDY, OPERA, &c. 



«* Non satis est f ulchn esse pcematOf-^-^** Horn. 

To me a t-ureful line is dear ; 

And ytt it only wins the eart 
Verses should win the heart too-^ukia suntot 

Suck verses sure success command : 

The game is in the Poet's hand—- 
Smoillio, and MANitixo, Bastc^ Pvnto. 
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TO 

THE PUBLIC. 



READER, 

PLEASANT and numerous are the volumes in antl ; 
Tiz. Scaligeriana, Thuana^ Ilueiiana^ Menagtanuy 
Choevreana^ Carpenteriana, &c. to which I have a^ded, 
fer thine amusement, Pindarictna, May the spirits Of 
Chaucer, of Shakespeare, of Cervantes, of Rabelais, of 
Sterne, of Fontaine, of TibuHus, of Horace, of Mar- 
tial, of Theocritus, and my great old Cousin of Thebes, 
liave entered my Portfolio, and animated my leaves ! 

Ah ! may no eye wax dim upon my page ; 

The lid, all heavy laden, dully closing ; 
The drooping hea4, as though from palsied age, 

Reclining lumpifelt on the breast, and dozing ; 
While from th' ungrasping hand, tremendous sound, 
The poor forgotten volume greets the ground ! 

May no fastidious Critic be able to say of my lucu* 
brations what the blaspheming Dx. Johnson, with his 
oracular and growling pomposity, asserted of the su- 
blime Ossian — ^^ that as good a thing might be writtea 
by many men, many women, and many children !'^ 

Oriev*d should I be, could my poetic spawn 
Produce one melancholy, damning yawn. 

O let me feel the Muse^s warmth divine I 
Perdition seize a soporific line ! 

Vol. in P Ne'er 
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Ne'er may the leaden lumber load my brain ! 
Avaunt the sleepy verse ! confound the song 
That dragging, heavy, snail-like, crawls along ! 

Oblivion, bid thy mud overwhelm the strain ! 

I hate it, as old Snuj'fle I. abhor ; 

The Parson who, with one unvarying tone, 
Sets all the jaded audience in a snore— 

Such the strong opiate of his drousy drone. 

* 
Nor, O ye Pow'rs of Poesy, be mine 
The roaring,- blust' ring, mad, and bullying line^ 

As though the Muses all were lying-in 
X)f some wild Calibanish^ mountain form : 
An earthquake, or volcano, or a storm. 

So huge the sound, so horrible the diu. 

Nor let me prove so pompously obscure-— 
A mode of writing 1 detest, abjure; 

With stiff inversions the poor sense to skrecn 
From e?*ry aching brain and poring eye, 
And in a rage to make the reader cry, 

" Why, what the devil can the booby mean ? 
*' Thiis^ too, with epithets to cannonade us, 
^^- As if the beast were vomiting a Gradus!^* 

Let me not act the goose, screaming and waddling, 
Pokiug h.s siliy h^'ad, in mudpools paddling; 

No! — with a lofty pinion let me rise; 
Face with an eagle wing the solar beam. 
Drink witli uudazzlcd gaze th' effulgent stream. 

And with the rush of whirlwinds sweep the skies ; 
Thenct*., in an instant be the humble Wren, 
Twitt'ring liis love-notes sweet to Miftress Hen. 

O Versatility, I hold thee dear ! 

The Proteus power be mine, to take each shape ; 
Skip like a Will-o'-whisp — be here, be there— 

Now the grave moralist, and now an %pe. 

Now 
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Now roar the sarage of the L| bian shade, 

Where IIouror listeas to the srhrivkiiig ghost. ; 

Now Pompey in Belinda's bosom laid. 
Or whining, pawing for a piece 'bf toast. 

Now roll the Monarch of the stormy din^p, 
The floundering terror of the liuny race ; 

Now the slim eel, of ponds so lucid, creep ; 
Now leap a salmon, and now. glide a plaice. 

l^hrice happy cliange of soul-delighting song ! 

This werd my talept, blest would Peter be ! 
But who, alas ! is thus divinely strong ? 

Shakespeare, th{it enried pow'r 1 mark in tiies. 

Lict me iftlorat thee. Reader^ that no order will b« 
observed with respect ta the variotts pieces* Tiiou wilt 
receive themr as they kap frM» the Portfolio ; so that 
there will subsist at Iktie connection between one and 
another,, as betwcaa LitaT Mary and the Graces, 

Lord Th w aad the LoRa's Prayer, Signor 

Marchesi and Crbatioit, Sir Joseph Banks and 
PhilosopuYj Sir William Hamilton and the Secrets 
Of Mount VfiStrnus, Judge K. and a whole Bottle 
OF Port, Judge B, anil Refrievs. 

Various will be the subjects of the Mitue. Ode, 
Elegy, Fable, Tale, Ballad, Epigram, &c. a Version, 
at times, of parts ot the Yentrable Glassies, whose spirit 
has been but feebly transfused through our modern 
languages, will be given ; 

Whose oaks so lofty (what abomination) ! 

Are chang'd to paltry bfoom^ticks^ by Translation : 

Their pyramids, a little village spiio; 
Their skies, blue paper; their ear-rending thunder, 
With lightnings darting d#:iger, blazing wonder, 

A poor coal cofhn bouncing from the fire ; 
Their ctties, emmets nests — a spider's hole ! 
Their mountains, what ? — the maasion of the mole. 

P^ Top 
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Too oft the roses of th' Athenian tale ' 

Resign their blushes for a deadly pale ;. 

An attic sun converted in a trice 

To a dull torpid cake of .shivering ice! 

A rill their oceans that no longer roar ; 

Their storms, > wind's small whistle through a door ; 

The sun-clad eagle, a weak flink'ring bat ^ 

And Afric's royal brute a squeaking rat. 

The TjufDER Passion will make a prominent fignr*^ 
on the canvass ; and why not, as it is <Hie of the most 
prominent features of Natube ? Who is there that has 
not sacrificed to the amorous Gopdess ? 

When dew-clad Evening's modest blushes fade, 
And Nature sinks amid the deepening shade, 

And Labour pauses on the fiiinting light ; 
When beetles hum, and bats in circles skim, 
When hills and hamlets, trees and tow'rs grow dim. 
And l^iLENCE steals upon the gloom of night ; 
With joy I tread the secret grove, 
To meet the idol of my love.. 

What a monster, who never felt the Soft Emotxom t 

Ah ! whence art Thou, of wealth the slave ? 
Go, seek the haunted gloom, the grave ; 

Whose eye, on Money taught to roll. 

Admits not Beauty to the soul-; 
Fly thou the day, who scorn'st the Fair, 
For thou wert born an imp of Care. 

But who art Thou, with anxious eye, 

With panting hope, and melting sigh, 
Who biddest tempting gold depart, 
And only woo'st the Virgin's heart ? 

Go thou where ]^eauty holds her throne ; - 

For bliss was form'd for tJiee alone. 

Next to the Contemner of the charming Sex, is the 
Savage who abuses it ! Poor Marian ! sweet is thy 
song of sorrow I 

MARIAN'S 
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MARIAN'S COMPLAINT. 

SINCE truth has left the shepherd's tongue, 
Adiea the cbeerfal pipe ftnd song ; 
Adieu the dance at closiHg day, 
And, ah ! the happy morn of May* 

How oft he told me I was £iir, 
And wo?c the garland for my hair ! 
^How oft for Margin culPd the bow'r, 
And fill'd my lap with ev'ry flow'r 1 

No more his gifts of guile Til wear, 
But from my brow the chaplet tear ; 
The crook he gave in pieces break, 
And rend his ribbons from my neck. 

How oft he Tow'd a constant flame, 

And carv'd on ev^ry oak my name. 

Blush, Coi>iN,'th»t the woutidcdtrce 

Is all that will remember me. ' 

Rich fragments of the Tragic and Comic Muse,' not 
forgefting the Muse of Ballad^, tfclept Opera, will 
ocdasionally pour their coruscations through the work. 
— Moreover, will I present thee with delicious scraps 
of Criticism : thou shalt likewise have Apophthegms— 
fio that a part of my labours may with propriety be 
baptised the Wisdom of Peter. The Wisdom of Solo* 
mon is well known . Plato and Xenophon> the two famous 
disciples of Socrates, gathered the good things of their 
sublime master, fancying every sentence that dropt 
from his mou'h a gem of inestimable value. Pythagoras 
uttered sage maxims for the bcnetit of posterity. Nor 
did the good Marcus Aurelius think it beneath his dig- 
nity to turn collector. The Eastern hemisphere glit- 
ters with apophthcgmatic constellations ; and now be- 
hold a Bard resolved to add a star to that of the West 1 

Reader, thou shalt have more than all this. Thou 

•halt be presented with some ot the Travels of the Bard, 

* P 3 who, 
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who, like the Hero of the Odyssey, mores hominum 
. multorum vidit et urbes,* But expect no wonders, as I 
am neither a Mandetille, a Psalmanazab, nor an 
Abyssinian. Bruc^. Unfortunately I have met with 
no " Anthropophagi, and men whose heads do grow 
beneath their shoulders." 

How many Numbers I shall offer thee, is a mystery 
even to mtfseif, -Should we not be eaten up the threat- 
ening and hungry Sans^^culottes ; by the blessing of 
Apollo and the Nine Ladies, a handsome volume or 
two may be produced ; and to gi?e thee my sentiment 
on the Sans-culoUes subject^ I really think we shall 
not be devoured. 

Howl thyself hoarse, wild Wae— of this fair Isle 
The happy jiatiyes shall for ever smile. 

While by thy rage the kingdoms bleed around;, 
Safe as the chirping birds amid the Oak, 
That bids defiance to the tempest's stroke, 

And keeps with stern sublbnity his ground. 

Adieu* 
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PINDARIANA^ 



PROLOGUE. 



TO THE critics: 

NOW Winter gathers all his glooms, 
And faintly Sol the world illumes ; 
Weak wand'rer, skirting pale the southern sky^y 
Yet squinting on the old blue road, 
In summer with such splendor trod, 
Now far, alas ! above his watery eye. 

Well ! just as Winter comes, so drear, 
Behold the Man of Rhymes appear ! 

Much like the woodcock— -bird, too often bit ; 
When out are dogs, and sportsmen dire,. 
To try to fit him for the fire ; 

Doom'd soon to turn, poor fellow, on the spit I 

Lo ! from his sheltMng shade he tainly springs f 
With bleeding breast, crush'd legs, and broken wing^i, 
And scatter'd plumes a cloud, and hanging head, 
Down falls the emigrant^ a lump of lead. 
Soon seized by Tray, expecting much applause,' 
Who, wriggling, brings the prisoner in his jaws. 

Thus may it most unfortunately be. 

Most Tenerable Greybeards, with poor Me ! - 

Con. 
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CondemnM, for want of poetry and wit, ' 
To turn, perchance^ upon your peircing spit ! 

Yet, Sirs, I tkank you for all favOan^ past ; , 

Hoping, moreover^ they won't be the last ; 
And, Sirs, whatever fate you may allot me. 
Thanks, thanks, that Ai/A^r^o you have not shot me. 



So much to the liberal Critics ; what shall I say to 
thet//t6<7ra/.2 

Rake, if you please, the kennel of your brains,^ 
And pour forth all the loaded head contains : 

I shall not sufler by it, I am sure 5 — 
Nay, my poetic plants will better thrive ; 
Exalt their heads and smile — be all alive ; ' 

As mud is very excellent manure. 

Brother Authors, attend unto the wisdom of Peter. 
Are the cries of i^e, malevolent and envious against 
you ? Be silent, and let your works fight their own 
battle. — Are they good for nothing ? Let them die- 
Possess they merit ? They need not be afraid.^-Bid 
your nfnds then sit calmly on their thrones^ amidist 
the hurlyburly of critical attacks. 

Go, take a lesson from the glorious Sun, 
Who, when the elements together run 

In wild confusion— earth and wind, and water, 
■ Looks on the tumult down without dismay j 
Nay, bright and smiling— seeming thus tQ say, , 

" Lord! bustling G en tlefplk, pray what's the matter ?" 



HYMN 
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HYMN 



TO TUK 



GUILLOTINE. 



DAUGHTER of Liberty, whose knife 
So busy chops the threads of life, 
And frees from cumb'rous clay the spirit; 
Ah ! why alone shall Gallia feel 
The beauties of thy pond'rous steel ? 
Why must not Britain mark thy merit ? 

Hark ! 'tis the dungeon's groan I hear I 
And lo ! a squsdid band appear, 

With sallow cheek and hollow eye f 
Unwilling, lo ! the neck they bend ; 
Yet, through thy pow'r, their terrors end, 

And with their heads the Sorrows fly I 
O let us Tiew thy lofty grace ;— 
To Britons shew. thy blushing face, 

And bless Rebellion's life-tir'd train U— 
Joy to my soul ! she's on her way. 
Led by her dearest friends, Dismay, 

Death, and the Devil, and Tom Paine ! 

Be deaf O Man to the insindations of Pride. It is. 
the poisonous weed of the heart, that suffers not a 
flower of beauty or fragrance to bloom near it. 

Boast not the antiquity of thy line ; for, to thy mor- 
tification be it known, that the Family of Hogs was 
created before thee. 

What 
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What can the tcisesi boast ? alas, how^ little ! 
Then, Pride, be sparing of thy saucy .spittle I 

Nay, do not squirt it in the humblest iace : 
The wheel of Fortune is for ever turning ; 
Joy's birthday suit may soon be chang'd to mourning y 

NiMKoDS become the victims of the chace. 

Yes, Pride, I hate thee-^canker of our nature 1 
Why look contemptuous on a felloif •creature^ 

Because it is a monkey or a pig ? ' 

They too haye qualities, or J['m mistaken ; 
What man excels a hog in making bacon ? ^ 

What mortals^ like a monkey, dance a jig ? 

What man, from bough to bough, like Jacso springs ? 
Ingenious rogue ! who twists his ta£l, and swings i 

Dare we despise, because they cannot preachy 
Forsooth, ungifted with the pow'rs of speech? 

That were a joke indeed to make a song : 
Ah me ! what numbers of the human race 
Most fortunately had escap'd disgrace, ' 

Had Heav'n forgot to give their mouths a tongue ! 

In vain 1 preach — Pride laughs at all I say ; 
Resolv'd, the fool, to keep her distant xcay* 



THE PROUD OLD MAID. 

A WINKING, hobbling, crabbed, proud Old Maid 

Whose' charms had felt a heavy cannonade 

From Time's strong batt'ry, — to whose lofty nose 

A rotten repntatiaii was a rose, 

Liv'd in a country town — there spit her spite, 

And dwelt on Scandal's stories with delight. 

Proud 
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In genealogies, an epicure ; 
Knew, to a hair, each person's pedigree, 
From that of splendour to the most dbscure. 

Madam Georgina Howard was her name ; 
An appellation always carrying fiime ; 

As e?'ry Howard kins with Norfolk's Duke ; 
Moreover, ev'ry Cabcfbell bf our Isle, 
Cobbler, or chimney-sweepeir, claims Arotle ; 

And eke to Qubensb'r Y doth a Douglas look ; 

Boasting a certain portion of that blood> 
Not to be wash'd away by Noah's flood. 

Cousin of Norfolk wonld she often name. 

When Conversation ask'd for no such kin ; 
Cousin of Norfolk then untimely came; 
Nay, by the head and shoulders was lugg'd in. 

This Lady, on a certaiu darksome night, 
From cards returning by a lantern's light ; 

The lantern by her servant Betty held, 
Who walk'd before this Dame, to shew the way ; 
When thus it happened, sadly let me say. 
Such is th' unhappiuess of blinking Eldr^ 

As her two eyes so dim could only stare^ 
And therefore wanted cleaning and repair ; 
Against some head, her poking head she poppM—- 
Pash'd with confusion, suddenly she stopp'd. 
Drew back, and bent for once her rusty knee-^ 
*^1 beg your pardon. Sir," said she. 

Then foUow'd Mistress Betty,— "Bless us, Betj 
^^ Tell me, who was the Gentleman I met ; 

<^ Whose face I bounc'd so hard 9£ainst with mine ?" 
Bet could not for her soul the laugh resist-— . 
<^ A Grenilemmi /—a Jack^ass^ Ma'am, yoH kiss'd'; 

*^ I hope you found Jack's kisses very fijie.»» ' 

<^An 
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^' An Ass!" with anger swelling, screech'd the Damg«— 
** An Ass ! — Lord I Betty, I shall die with shame ! 
^' Give me a knife — fU spoil the rascal's note ; 
^' Give me a knife — I'll run and cut his throat. 
<« Betty, don't say a word on't — ^that, alas ! 
^< I curtsied| and ask'd pardon of an Ass! " 



EARLY PROPENSITIES. 

HOW early Genius shews itself at times ! 
Thus Pope, the pride of Poets, lisped in rhymes ; 
And thus the great Sir Joseph* (strange to utter ! 
To whom each insect-eater is ^ fool) 
Didj when a very little boy at school. 

Munch spiders spread upon his bread and butter ! 



INVITATION 

TO 

CYNTHIA. 

COME, Cynthia, to thy shepherd's vale, 
Though tyrant Winter shade the scene; 
The leaile,ss grove h^s felt his gale, 
And ev'ry warbler mourns his reign. 

Yet, what to nie the howling wind ? 

Thy voice the linnet's song supplies. 
Or what the cloud to me^ who find 

Eternal sunshine in thy eyeai ? 

Ig! Sir Joseph Banks, the President of the Royal Society, who he» 
on^ declared this rarefaA of himself, and who is so improved in 
power as to be able to devour an alligator, 

KISSES 
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KISSES. 

Hawser.'WE^AR SUSAN, one kind kiss before we 

xJ part. 

Sman^ Not the thousandth part of one, Mr. Lieu. 

tenant, I assure^you. Keep your distance, pray, kind 

^Sir. Kisses indeed! I wonder what fool £rst invented 

the nonsense ! - 

Hawser, Nonsense !—5ewj?^, Susan! rapture,* Sasan ! 

SONG- 

When we dwell on the lips of the lass we adore, ^ 

Not a pleasure in nature is missing ; 
May his soul be i» Heav'n, he deserv'd it, I'm sure. 

Who was the first inventor of kissing. 
Master Adam, I verily think, was the man. 

Whose discovery will ne'er be surpast; 
Well, since the sweet game with creation began, 
• To the end of the world may it last ! 

^Catches SusASy and kisses her. 



1D0 not lore a Cat— ^!iis disposition is mean and 
suspicious. A friendship of years is cancelled in a 
moment by an accidental tread on his tail or foot. lie 
instantly spits^ raises his rump, twirls his tail of malign 
nity, and shuns you ; turning back, as he goes off, a 
stariqg vindidlive face, full of horrid oaths, and unfor- 
giveness; seeming to say, '^Perdition batch you!— I 
hate you for ever*" But the dog is my delight :— tread 
VoA. IIL ii OR 



l62 flMDAHlkWA, # 

on his tail or foot, he expresses^ for. a motnent, tht 
iiueasiaess of his feelings; but in a jnoment the conw 
plaint is ended. He ruos around you ; jumps upa^rainst 
you ; seemt to declare his sorrow lor complaining, as 
it was not intentionally done, nay, to malce himself 
the aggressor; and begs, by whinings and liokings, that 
Master will think of it no more. Many a time« when 
Ranger, wishing for a Httle sport, has.ruii to^the gnn^ 
smelt to it, then wriggling his tail, aad^ with eyes full 
of the most expressive £re, leaped up agaimt ^me, 
M'bining and begging, have I, ^against n^y inclination, 
indulged him with a scamper through the woods or ia 
a field : for many a time he has left a warm nest, among 
the snows of winter^ to start pleasure for im> Thus ii 
there a moral obligatioo«be^eeo n Man^ndA Dog« 



cOLD SHEPHERD'S DOa. 

XHE old Shepherd's Dog, like his. Master, was^oy^ 
His teeth all departed^ and feeble his tongue; 

Yet where'er Corin went, he was follow*d by Tratfi 
Thus happy through life 4id they bobble along. 

!\Vhen, latigu'd, on thegraiw Che* ^hfpherd would He, 
For a nap iu the Bun««-'niidst his slum bers so^sweet, 

His faithful (uompanion crawFd 4C0ustantiy. nigh, 
Plac'd his head oil his lap, ur Jay down at his feet. 

When WiNTKU was heard ou the hill aud the plain, 
And torrents descended, and cold was the wind, 

If ^CoHiN went fortii 'midst the tempests and ru|si, 
Tra>f scorn'd to bu left in the chimney behind. 

At length in the sjraw JV«^ miMJe his last bed; 

For vain, against death, is the stoutest endeavour- 
To lick CoiiiN's hand he rear'd up his weak head. 
Then fell back, clos'd hileyes^ aud^ ah I ctus'd them 
ior ever. 

Not 



BTot'long after Trai^ did the Shepherd remain, 

Who oft o'er his grave with true sorrow h ouid bend ; 

And, when dyings thus feebly was heard tlie poor swain^ 
*<-0 bttry mcy neighbours^ beside my old Friend!" 



NOTWITHSTANDING the general contempt of 
poor Sternrold and HoPKl^8, o( pMltn^nditing 
memor^y I do not deem them beneath the dignity of 
some imitation. I fear thlat too many a poet of the 
present day is afle^led (if I may coin the expression) 
with a PlmsiphobiOy or a dread of nature and simpli- 
city ; and, if I may judge from the d^fficuUy of com- 
prehending their meaning, they fancy Obscurity to be . 
the genuine parent of the Sublime. In the following 
Ballad 1 have endeavoured to steer between the iwo^ 
assuming a little liberty with historical truth respe6ting 
JsNNT and the celebrated Auld Robin. 



JENNY'S COMPLAINT. 

The night was itill and M\ of fear, 

And all ^he world stvem'd dead$ 
When pondVing on poor Robin Gray, 

I went with sighs to bed. 

There, while my heart did heave with grief^ 

The moon, that wand'rer paje, 
In at my window peep'd and shin'd 

So faint against the wall. 

I clos'd my eye in vain to sleep,- 

Andsigh'd, "Ah! well-a-day !»» 
For then I dwelt on my dear love, 

My buried Robin Gray* 

Q^ As 



As on my arm 1 lean'd my head, 
' All dreary and forlorn. 
My hair did drink tiic briny tear^ 
That down my check did mounts 

Sudden a cloud, like ink so bla^k, 
The moon's-.pale face overcast; 

The window shook, and horror howPd^ 
Amid the hollow blast. 

The oaks that proudly looked on high^ 

Their lofty heads bent low, 
And midst their mighty branches roar'd^ 

As if they scorn'd to bow. 

But, like a giant in his course, 

The storm went rushing on, 
Scattering their limbs and leaves so thick^ 

As heedless what was done. 

Now thunder from the black cloud broke^ 

And terrified the night. 
And lightnings, with a dangerous blaze^ 

Made all the dackness bright. 

But my poor bleeding heart forlorn 

Did sink With no dismay, 
Since often it had wish'd to die 

For dear auld Robin Gray. 

Now did a spectre form appear, 

All aged, pale, and wan; 
And, by his visage, I could spy 

He was my last auld Man. 

Now oti my bed-side did he sit. 

As harmless as a dove ; 
And though he had two hollow cyes^ 

They look'd with tend'rest love. 



Forth 



Forth frpm their so^k^U thea did nuki 

Full many a drop of woe; 
So from the cave. or ragged rock 

The pearly waters flow. 

<^ Jesu!" Icry'd, and streteh'd my anna 

To clasp him roand the waist ; 
But nought of his poor spe^treulrear 

My longing arms embraced. 

^^ Ohj Jenny (then he said) in vain 

^' Thy arms wolld clasp me in ; ^ 

*^ For spirits, such as thou bchoid'st, 
^^ Have neither bones nor skin." 

Full on his visage did I gaze. 

And hurried with surprise; 
And, eager to devour each look. 

My soul rush'd through my eyes. 

Now did I strive to catch his hand, 

That press'd so often mine ; 
But 'twas in vain—- 'twas nought but air, 
' Which made my heart to pine. 

And yet his hands so shrivell'd were, 

As made of flesh and blood : 
Bnt God knows best what should be done, 

And God is very* good. 

*^ And art thou happy, then," I cry'd, 

" In this thy present state?" 
He smil'd like angels then, and said, 

'^ God well hath chaug'd my fate. 

^' Let Innocence, O Jane, be thine, 
^^ And peace shall :d well with thee; 

^' And when just Heav'n sh^ call thee hence, 
« With Jiobin thp\i shalt be." ; 

Q3 With 
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Withthftt he look'd a sweet farewetf^ 

And rais'd each wetted eye ; 
Then glided off, and, as he went^ 

I heard the kindest sigh. 

^' Adieu!" I cry'd, half choak'd with griefj 

" Soul of my soul, adieu T 
" My bosom throbs to leave this world^ 

" And thy dear flight pvvsve. 

" But Robin, Robin, , staj; a while-; ^ 

'' Ah! stay a while," I said— ' 
^^ As Jemmy is come home from sea^ 

" May I with Jemmy wed?" 

But Robin answer^ not a word^ 

But off his ghost did go; 
Which made me wonder — bift perhaps 

His ghost had answer'd, " No." 

Auld Robin's kindnesses t^me^ 

Whilst we in love did live, 
Deserve more streams from these sad eyes^ 
• Than they have drops to give. 

The evening that be sought his grave 

Did wear a dismal gloom : 
And all who did the burying see, 

With eyes so red Went home. 

The honest tribute of their tears, 

I thought was sweetest fame ; 
And when I die, God grant my bier 

Be sprinkled with the same! 

The harmless children, too, in bands^ 

Did pbur their little sighs. 
And on the coffin near the grave 

They strain'd their wat'ry eyes. 

And 
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And when into tlie ieartli: betow : . - - 
His corpse at length was> giv's, •' 

They look'd toward* ^ach other's eyies^ ! . 
And sigh'd, >^ H^'s gone to Hesvai." . ' 

Th^n on his grare they sat them down^. 

And lisp'd his name with praise^ . , * . 

Til] all the little i^ights did wish 

To be auld RabiAJGrjay&» , , 



if 



, ODE 

BOYS ANi> girls: ; 

LOVE* fs ajijretty 'passiorl/ to'bie" sire ; ' 
And long, say 1, indeed, » may Love endure! 
Yet now and then to Pihj&bwcb should it look— - 
Yes, take a little leaf from Wisdom's book. 

Our boys, alas ! begin too ^<in to sigh, 
Mourn the piere'd heart, and lay them down to die;. 
Just like ex piring^ swans, with t^nefof 1/reath, 
Sweet rhyming in the agoniei^ of death. 

Too soon- the girjiS abuse of pQos tiie nib, . . 

And pour thetx iittie. gcoaniog « oulS' on paper : - '' 
Lo?E should not come till TiME^ removes the bib;- 

Misses should- learn to ssa/A. before th^y caper* 

Love, though it deals in sweets. Has many sours t 
It does not always furnish happy hours, 

Putting us oft in dismal situations ; 
The novelty sets people's soul's a longing — ' 
. WJiat thousands to their ruin thus are thronging f 
Indeed we see the evil in all nations. 

Ifear 



I fear Love does at timet a dciJ id l^mi . 

It keeps the wwld alira^ it 10 Qonfew'4; 
So far, indeed, 1 like the fileastng difun^^ • 

Yet^ yet, tiu^ongb Ijotc^ whattheassuidilrMrf 4iatre8s'd ! 

^ Giye ine, cxchnns the You*h, ^'^feut heav'nly klsBing, 
^^ And, lo ! I seek nov^ht el8e-->for nondit; is mfesing : 

** Let me for e?er dwell pnCuLOE's «p ; 
^f On Culoe's bb^om let me oftfy He ; 
<^ There pour in sweetest extasy the sigh, 

^* And, like the bee, the honey'd treasure sip. 
^< I heed^not fragrant wines^ nor flesh, nor fish! 
M CuLOE is all I want, and all I wish!"" 

And thds again the raptur'd NtMPH exclaims, 

^' Sweet are of Love the sighs, and dear the flames! 

<^ LoTE smiles away the liark'ning- clouds of life: 
^^ Love feels no rasas, nor stofmsj nor pinching cold : 
^ Love wants not Are nor candle, meat, clothes, goldc 

^^ All bliss, is cent^r'd in that one word-* fVife^** . 



TUB 

OWjL AND PARROT- 

A^ Owl fell desperately in love, poor sou! ! 
Sighing and hooting in liis loiiely hole**- 
A ParKov, the 4ear obkie6t^f his wishes, 
Who in her cage enjoyed the loaves and fishes. 
In short, had all she wanted-— meat and drink^ 
Washing and lodging— lull enough, I think. 

'Squire Owl most musically tells his tale; 
His oaths, his squeezes, kisses, sighs, prevail : 
Poll cannot bear, poor heart, to hear him grieve; 
So opes her cage, without a '* By your leave ^^ 
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Are married, go to bed with raptur'd faces, 
Rich words^ and so forth — usual in such cases. 

A day or two pass'd amorously sweet ; 

Love, kissing, cooing, billing,' all their meat: 

At length they both felt hungry—" What's for dinner? 
^^ Pray what hare we to eat, my dear ?" quoth Poll.— • 
** Nothing! by all jiay wisdom," answer'd Owl; 

<< I never thought of that, as Pm a sinner ; 

<^ But, Poll, on spmetkio^ I shall put my pats— 
" What say'st thou, Deabt, to a dish of rati?'* 

« ReUs^ Mister Owl! d'ye think that I'll eat rat$f 
" Eat them yourself, or give them to the ca^," 

Whines the poor bride, now bursting into tears* *-*-• 
<< Well, Polly, would you rather dine pn mouse? 
*< ru catch a few, if aoy in the house ; 

<^ Thou shalt not starve, Love, so dispel thy fears.'^ 

<< I won't eat rats — I won't eat mice— I won^t: 
" Don't tell me of such dirty yermin— don't : 
. <^ O that within my cage 1 had but tarried !" 
« Polly," quoth Owl, ^* Pm sorry, I declare, 
" So delicate, you relish not our fare— 
" You should have thought of that before you married,**^ 

This fable aptly also will apply 

To Frenchmen— iS'a»5-cw/o«e.9*men-.-Ah I how ? why ? 

The French are changeful fellows, all must grant; 

Cameleons— but, ah! changing for the worse: 
Poor ignoran^s, ' scarce knowing what they want; 

Bart'ring too pften blessings for a curse. 
AUgood, in one. word, Novelty, they tee! 

So strong within them is of change the leaven : 
A Frenchman's fluttering soul would feel ennutj 

£'cn midst the bkssed. constancy of Heaven! 
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AN- 

ANACREONTIC- 



TO J KISS. 

SOFT child of LoTB~tho« balmy blisf^, 
inform ne, O deliciow Kiti^ 
lYhy tkon 80 suddenlf art gone? 
Lost in the momeat thou art wpa?: 

Tet go—lbr wlierefore should X sigh?; 
On Delta's ihpy wiUi rapt^r'd eje, 
On l>ELiA^s Uuthiiag lip t see. 
A thousand foU as sweet as th€0^ 



F^flJEGYRIC ON TEA,, 
By KIEN LONa.. 

VKttea ia bis Tent, during a hunting Excunion, near Moukden* . 

■^^ Fo^i^u hmng t/de kiij 
Soumg^he ouei fafi^^i/f 
S<m pin tchou tidng kii. 
Bong y tche kio iuhgy 
Ou tckS tcheng koang JUuA^ 
Hmo heou pien t^ hUy 
Ting ^en ^ chcng mU, 

¥u6 



Yui Ngueoupo Hen jou^ 
Tarn lou ty tchan yui* 
Ou yun king tai pm 
Ko ou, pou ko chout, 
Fonfou teou io ty 
Ho ho yun kiang tehe 
Ou.tsuen y ko tsan 
Lin-fou chong ehi pie, 
Lanku Tcbao^tcheou ngan 
Po iiao Yu*tchotran kin 
Han Hoo Hng sing kou* 
Kou yui kan hhfen t8u6, ^ 
Joan poo token ki yu 
Tnao king sing ou kH^ 



Kiea-long fingM 
Siai tchun yu j^, 



TRANSLATION 

IMPERIAL PANEGYRIC ON TEA. 

THE flow'r Mehi is not so height^ 
And^cit it gi?«g the eye delight $ 
It likewise kwt » cluMrming smeU: 
The piqes, too, are » pretty frait, 
Th^t mueh iadecd my palate lait. 
And mneh in flarour, too^ excel. 

Get an old kettle, if yon please, 
For such a tbiQg is found with ease, 

That haf three legs-r-and therefore shows 
It* aB(ilent services;— then fill 
With water, and what's bestj, the.rlU, 

The lucid rill, from melted snows. 

Heat 
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Heat in this kettle,- to-your wish^ 
The water fit to boil a fish. 

Or turn the blackest lobster red; 
Pour then the water on the tea, 
Then drink it, and 'twill drive, d'ye see, 

All the blue devils from yovr head* 

Far from the toil of state affiurs *" 

I steal away to drown my cares. 

For which I take of tea a cup ; 
And then I snap the rich Fochu^ 
Fine to the taste, and to the view; 

And then again tb« teal sup. . . . > « 

Now on the tare Mehb I gaze; 
Now 01 the ancients, with amaze, 

I think-^and also with delight; 
And now upon the great Ots£^x, 
The best and frugalist of men, 

Who liv'd on pine from morn to night« 

With envy on this mighty man I think! 

And then I drink : 
Then I track nuts, and eat the kernels too; 
Then think on that great gard'ser, great Liwf ou. 

When, loJ I pass from great Linpou 
To that great Prince, yclept Tchao-tciieou ;— 
Then upon You-tchouan I ponder: 
. Thus do I sit, and eat, «nd drink, and wonder* 

The^*^, ray fancy plainly sees 
Surrounded by all sorts of trees ; 

Now tasting thii rich fruit, now thai so fine; 
I mark the second quaffing the rich water; 
But, knowing very little of the matter, 

Thank HeaT'iiJ^ vulgar taste was nev^r miftc. 
I hear, I hear the evening drum, 
iJoundsng^aloud, ^^ Go to hed^ Tom!'' 



dood 
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«^ ' n jv A •» * » H n* 

Oood me! how pleasant is the stany night t 
Lo ! on each dish, and siWer spoon, 
And plate, and porringer, the moon 

Pe^ps through my tent with friendlj light* 

Now this is charming, I must own ; 

My stomach, too, so easy grown ! 

And now I'll take a nap-— thus ends m]^ song. 

Composed by m^ (a humble Bard) Ki£n Loko* 



ODE TO COFFEE; 

IN THE MANNER OF KIEN LONG. ' 

DELICIOUS Berry, but, ah! best 
When from the Eastern Ind, not West; 
Nought richer is^ I think, than thee: 
Into a roaster, with my hand, 
I put thee, and then o^er thee st^nd, 
And then I catch thy smell with glee. 

And now I shake thee round about ; 
And, when turn'd brown, I take thee out^ 

And then I put thee in a mill ; 
And, when to powder thou art crushed. 
Into a tin pot thou art pnsh'd. 

To feel the boiling smoking rill. 

And now from my tin pot's long nose 
The fragrant fluid sweetly flows ; 

And now I put the lily cream, 
And sugar too, the best of brown ; 
And, happy, now I gulp thee down, 

Keeping my nose upon the steam. 

Vol. IIL R On 
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On Hastings now my senses work ; 
And now on virtuous Edmund Burke^ 

Who calmly let Sin Thomas 'scape: 
JLnd then unto myself I say, 
^' Is honour dead ? ah, well-a-day!" 

And then my mouth begins to gape. 

Now on Sir Joseph Banks I ponder. 
And now at Ris rare merit wonder, 

In flies and tadpoles deep ; 
And now to many a drowsy head 
I hear the drowsy Blagdon* read, 

And then I fall asleep. 



1 



ODE. 

WHEN Flattr'y sings. Age opes his eyes so cleur, 
And claps so brisk the trumpet to bis ear. 
So wond^rouslif inspired he lists,* and sees ! 
When Flatt'jiy sings, pale Cholic's pains are off; 
Consumption pants not, but forgets his cough; 
And Asthma's loaded lungs forbear to wheeze. 

Stung is the soul with Hyp's rope off 'ring evils? 
Flatt'ry's a talisman to drive the devils. 

Sweet on the list'ning ear of stilly Night, 

As warbling dycth Philomela's song ; 
So on the ear of man, with rich delight, 

The lulling music flows from Flatt'uVs tongue. . 

♦ Sir Joseph's right hand, and secretary to thelloyal Soqiety ; ' wi^o 
has very often xead the very respeflable meetings off tht llopl Society 
to slumber. 

She»r 
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Shew mc the man, and I will thank thee for it, 

Who says, with truth, " Poh! Flatt'ry! I abhor it."~ 

*Tis a non~descrip(-^hy Sir Joseph bred— » 
A Souo monster^ born without a head. 

Flatt'ry's a perfedt mistress of her art; 
With picklock key» to open ev'ry i>cart. 

* 

What mortal can withstand the fire of Flatt'ey? 
No one ! 'tis such a most successfnl batt'ry. 
No head, however thick, resists its shot; 
Yet each pretends to mock- it !*— what a sot I 
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SUSAN AND THE SPIDER* 

OME ctown, you toad, cry'd Susatt to a Spider^ 
High on the gilded cornice a proud rider, 
I And, wanton, swinghig by his silken rope; 

[ ^^ I'll teach thee to spin cobwebs round the room; 

*^ You're now upon some murder, I presume— . 
" I'll bless thee— if I don't, say I'm no Pope,'* 

Then Susan brandish'd her long brush 
Determin'd on a fatal push, 
To bring the rope-dancer to ground. 
And all his schemes of death confound. 

The Spider, blest with oratory grace, 
Siipp'd down, and, staring Susan in the face, 

" Fie, Susan ! lurks there murder in that heart? 
*^ Oba-rb'rous, loyely Susan! I'mamaz'd! 
<^ O! can that form, oaH¥hich so oftl're gaz'd, 

^^ Possess of cruelty the slightest part? 

R2 « Ah! 
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<< Ah! c^Qthat swelling bosom of delight, 

'< On which I've peep'd with wonder many a nighf, 

<^ Nay, with these fingers touched too, let me say, 
•< Contain a heart of cruelty ?-r->ne, no! 
*< That bosom, which exceeds the new-foirn snow, 

^^ All softness, sweetness, one eternal May." 

<« How!" Sob AM scre^h% as with di^order^d brain-— 
<< How, Impudence ! repeat those words again : 
<< Come, e»ne, confess with honesty— -speak, speak^ 
<^ Say, did you realfy crawl n]poB my aeck?'^ 
<^ Susan, by all thy heaf'nly charms, I did ; 

*< I saw theo sleeping by the taper^ light; 

<^ Thy cheek, so blushful, and thy breast so white : 
<< I could not stand it, and so down I slid." 

** You did, sweet Mr. Spider ? so you saw .^* 
<* Yes, Susan! Nature's is a pow'rful law." 

<^ Arn't you a murd'rer?" gravely Susan cries; 

M Arn't you for ever busy with that claw, 
<< Killii:>g poor unofieading little flies, 

" Merely to satisfy your nasty ma^ ?" 

<^ Bnt, Susan, don't you feed on gentle lamb? 
^' Don^tyou on pretty little |2£§fc«w« cram? 

'* Don't you on harmless ^A^# often dine? 
<< That's very true," cipoth Susan, *^ true indeed; 
<* Lord! with what eloquence these Spiders plead! 

^< This little rai«cal beats a grave Divine. 

<^ It was no snake, I verily believe, 

^' But a sly spider that seduc'd poor Eve« ^ 

*^ But then you are so tf§ri^,"*--»^^ Ah ! sweet Sue, 
^^ I did not mak6 myselt^ you know too well : ^ 

<^ Cou(d 1 have made mi^elf^ 1 had been i^ouj 
<^ And kiird with envy ey'ry beauteous Belle." 

««Heav'nsJ 
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^* Heav'ns! to this Spider! — what a ^witching tongue t 
^^ Well !, go about thy bus'ness-— go along; 

<^ All animals, indeed, their food must get: 
^^ And hear me — should'st thou look, with longing eyes, 
^^ At any time, on young, £a,t, luscious flies, 

" I'll drive ihe4ittle rascals to thy net. 

^^ Lord ! then how blind I've been to form ancl feature ! 
^^ I think a Spider, nowx a comely creature !" 
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WHITE SATIN PETTICOAT, 

j^elonging to Miss Molly iW— », bu4 spoiled % the 
Author 's incuivcrtent itupiditj/y in throuiag on it a 
Cup of Coffee, 

OFAIR protedtress of the fairest Maid, 
How sh^ll tlie Poet for his crime atone ^ 
So lately blest as thou, I'm soce afraid , 
I have no jecomgCB^ce to offer— 7io7ie/ 

But Molly parts wfeh tkee with pitying eye-f 
Thea from this moment cb> notdw^e complain: 

Nay, more— the Niimph surveys thee with a sigfy-^ 
Then 6e»a4^.'— the enzj^ thou, of ev'ry.swain^ 



RX TOE 



179 tVKDMBlAltA, 

THE TINKER, 

AMD 

MILLER'S DAUGHTEIL 

A TALE* 

THE meanest creature somezchat may contaiir, 
As Providence ne'er ihakes a thing in vmn^ 

Upon a day, a poor and trav'Uing Tinker, 
On Fortune's various tricks a constant thinker^ 

Pass'd in some village near a Milier^s door ; 
Where, lo ! his eye did most astonish'd catch 
The Miller's daughter peeping o'er the hatdi, 

Deform'd^ and monstrous* ugly, to be sure. 

Stmck with th' uncommon form, the Tinker started^ 
Just like a frighten'd horse, or murd'rer carted, 

Up gazing at the gibbet and the rope : 
Turning his brain about, in a brown study, , 

(For, ^ I've said, his brain was not so muddy) 

'Sbud! «(quoth the Tinker) I have now some hope ; 

<* Fortune, the jade, is not far off, perchance"—* 
And then began to rub his hands, and'Uance. 

Now all so full of love, o'erjoy'd he ran, 
Embrac'd and squeez'd Miss Grist, and thus began; 

<^ My dear, my soul, my angel, sweet ^Hss Grist, 
<^ Now may J never mend a kettle more, 
** If ever I saw one like 7/ou before!" 

Then, <^ nothing lol^jjii" like Etc, the nymph hekiss'd* 

Now, very sensibly indeed, Miss Grist 
Thought opportunity should not be miss'd; 

Knowing 
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Knowing that Pruosrt oft lets dip a joy : 
Thus was Miss Grist too prudent to be coy. 
For really 'tis with girls a dangerous farce. 
To flout a swain, when offers are but scarce. 

She did not scream^ and cry, " Til not be woo'd; 
*^ Keep off, you smutty fellow— -don't be rude ; 
^^ I'm meat for your superiors, Tinker.^'— iVo, 
Indeed she treated not the Tinker so» 

But, lo ! the damsel, with her usual squint, 
Suffer'd her Tinker lover to imprint 

Sweet kisses on her lip, and squeeze her hand, 

l^ug her, and say the softest things unto her. 
And in Love's plain and pretty language woo her. 
Without a frown, or e'en a reprimand. ' 

Soon won, the Ntmph agreed to join his bed, 
And, when the Tinker chose, to church he led. 

Now to the Father the briisk Lover hied, 
Who at, his noisy mill so busy plied. 
Grinding and taking Aanc/^om^ toll of corn. 
Sometimes, indeed, too handsome to h^ borne. 

" Ho! MasterMiller!" did the Tinker say- 
Forth from his cloud of flour the Miller came : 

'^ Nice weather. Master Miller— charming day — 
<^ God's very kind" — ^the Miller said the same. 

<^ Now, liiller, possibly you may not guess 
^< At this same business I am come about: 

<* 'Tis this then — know, I love your daughter Bess:— 
<' There, Master Miller !— now the riddle's out. 

^' I'in not for mincing matters. Lord ! d'ye see — 
<< I likes your daughter Bess, and she likes m<?." 

«Poh!'» 



« Poh !" quoth the Miller, grinning at the Tinker,- 
'^ Thou dost not mean to marriage to persuade her^ 

^' Ugly as is the Dcv'l I needs must think her, 

^' TJiough, to be sure 'tis said, 'twas methaitnuideher* 

^' No, no, though she^s my daughter, I'm not blind-: 
'^ But, Tinker, what hath now possess'd thy mind? 
ftl^'Thou'rt the first otfer she has met, by Gad — 
^' But tell me, Tinker, art thou drunk, or mad?" 

^' No— I'm not druuk, nor mad," the Tinker cry'd, 
*^ Bat Bet's the maid 1 wish to make my bride; 

" No girl in these two eyes doth Bet excel." 
« Why, fool, (the Miller said) Bet hatha /w^wpi 
^' And then her nose! — ^thc nose at" my old pump." 

'* I know it (quoth the Tinker), know it well." 

" Ilcr /tfce (quoth Grist) is freckled, wrinkled, flat;. 
*' Her mouth as wide as that of my Tom Cat; 

*^ And then she tquints a thousand ways ^t ouce— 
*' Her waist, a corkscrew ; ajfid her liair, how red I 
*^ A downright bunch of carrots on her head — 

" Why whaji the djv'l is got injto thy sconce:'^ 

*^ No dev'I is in my sconce," rojbin'd the Tinker; 

*^ But, Lord! what's that to ypu^ if line 1 think heri^' . 

^^ Why^ man, (quoth Cuisx} she's (It to make a Shpw> 

" And therefore suic 1 am that thou must banter I'* 
"Miller! (reply'd the Tinker) right! for know, 
^' 'Tis for tliat very things a Suow, I want her.?* 



MELA?t:* 



MELANCHOLY. 

Herhioke. 

ASIGiriNG solitary form I roam; 
A tear on Natuae's universal smile f 
Thou Genius of my natal hour, whose hand 
Pierces my moments with the thori^ of woe, 
When^will the measure of my grief be full? 
When will the silent asp of Jiopeless lave 
Withdraw his fang of torment from my heart? 
How lately joy was mine!— >but where it joy. 
That cheerful pour'd a sunshine o'er wj soul ? 
Gone! like the last, last sun, to sink in night, 
Natuee's last nighty and gild a morni^Q more I 

Enter Camilla^ 

My 1ot'€ jffcmdone^ I heard thy sigh. 
And left my sl^p to soften thy affli^ion. 
Why killest thou that gentle frame with weeping i 
Sorrowing, thou seemest to delight in woe^ 
And feed existence upon sighs and tears. 

Hermione. 

Camilla^ the dread silence of the hour 
Suits but too well the colour of my soul. 
Night, who to others brings the bahn of sleep, 
And happy dreams to soothe the peaceful breast. 
Pours on mi/ wakeful eye far diff'rent guests ; 
The foulest, darkest demons of despair. 
Lorn, at the midnight hour, when all is hush'd, 
I wander restless ; sadly now I sit. 
My brimfuU eyes for hours both motionless. 
Swimming with woe, towards the passing MooN^ 
Who on me, as she lonely glides along, 
Casts a pale beam of melancholy light, 
That seems a ray of pity on my fate. 



THE 

DRUID HYMN. 

TO 

THE SUN.. 

O SACRED fount of life to AllT 
Before thy glorious beam we fa!F, 
And strike with raptur'd hand the Jyrc;^ 
To thee we lift our wondering eyer; 
To thee the hymn of room shsdl rise, 
Antd blest thy iQoiintiaf orb* of fire. 

Chorus* 

Hail to that Orb, from whose rich fountain flotr 
Beams that iHume and glad the world below. 
Unseeftby thee had Nature mourn'd; 
No smile her JSthiop cheek adorn'd ; 
Pale Night had spread her apeftr'd reign, 
And deathlike HoimoR rui'd the scene. 

Chorus^ 

All hail the beams that Night destroy,. 
And wake an opening world to joy I 
Bright spreading o'er the Vast of gloom,. 
That chase the speflres to their tomb* , 
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TO CIILOE. 



CIJLOE, no more must we be billing— 
There goes my last, my poor last shilling : 
Vije Fortune bids us part! 
Yet, CiiLOE, this my bosom charms, 
Tihat, when thou'rt in another's arms^ 
I still possess thy hcari. 

Fo«TUN£'s .a whitesical old D«ime, 
And possibly may blush with shame, '^ 

At this her freak with mc: 
But should she smile again, and offer, 
Well fill'd with gold, an ample coffer, 

141 send the key to Thee* 



THE BLIND BEGGAR. 

WELCOME, thou Man of Sorrows, to my door! 
A willing balm thy wounded heart shall fxnd; 
, And, lo ! thy guiding Doo my cares implore ; 
O haste, and shelter fromth' unfeeling wind! 

Alas! shall Mis'ry seek my cot with sighs, 
And humbly sue for piteous -alms my ear; 

Yet disiippoiAted jgp witli lifted eyes, 

And on my threshold leave th' upbraiding tear? 

Thou bowest for the pity I bestow : 

Bend not to me, bccahse 1 mourn distress; 

I am thj/ debtor — much to thee I owe ; 
For lea.rn--^the greatest blessing is to biess. 

Thy 
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Thy hoary locks, and wan and pallid cheek, 
And qui>'ring lip, to fancy seems to say, 

*^ A more than common Beggar we bespeak; 
^^ 'A. form that once has known a happier day.'^ 

Thy sightl^ss'orbs, and Tenerable beard, 

And press'd by weight of years, thy palsi'd h^ad. 

Though silent, speak with tongues that must be heard^ 
Nay, must command^ if Virtue be not dead. 

Thy shatter^, yet thine awe-inspiring form^ 
Shall give the village^lads the soften'd soul. 

To aid the victims of Life's freqnent storm, 
And smooth the surges that around them roll ; 

Teach them that Poverty may Merit sfarond; 

And teach, that Virtue may from misery spring; 
Flame like the lightning from the frowning cloudy 

That spreads on Nature's smile its raven wing* 

O let me own the heart which pants to bless; 

That nobly scorns to hide the useless store ; 
fiut looks around for objedls of distress, 

And triumphs in a sorrow for the poor! 

When Hekv^n on man is pleas'd its wealth to show'r. 
Ah ! what an envied bliss doth Heaven bestow I 

To raise pale Merit in her hopeless hour, 
And lead Despondence from the tomb of Woe ! 

Lo ! not the little birds shall chirp in vain, 

And, hovering round me, vainly court my care ; 

While I possess the life-preserving grain. 

Welcome, ye chirping tribe, to peck your share. 

How can I hear your songs at Spring's return. 
And hear while Summer spreads her golden store ; 

Yet, when the gloom of Winter bids ye mourn, 
Heed not th« plaintive voice that charmed before 1 

Since 
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-Since Fo&tuxe^ to my cottage not unkind. 

Strews with somfp flowers the road of 1Mb ior me^ 

JLh ! can humanity desert my mind ? 

Shall I not soften the rude flint for thee ? ^ 

Then welcome, Beggar, from the rains and snow^ 
And wanrjng elements, to warmth and. peace; 

Nay, thy cdmpanioA, too, shall comfort l^now. 
Who shiv'ring shakes away the icy fleece,* 

And, lo! he lays him by the fire, elate; ' ' : 
Now on his Ma^er turns his gladden'd eyes; 

licaps up to greet him on their change of fete, 

Licks his lov'd hand, and then beneath him Kes; ^ 

A hut is mine,' amidst a Ae1t*ring grdn; J 

A Hermit there, e*ah to HeaV'n thy nt4isej ' 

There shall the Tillage children shew tHeirloVe^ 
And hear from thee the tales of '[otiief days/ ' ' ' 

There shaH our featheW friend, the knii of morn, 
Charm thee with ofrsotvs.to openlnjf day; ' *, ' 

And there the ieed«breast, on the leafless thdrn * " " 
At eve rfiatl sooth thrfe wiih a simple lay. . *^ ' . ' 

When Fate sliall call thro faam n world of woe. 
Thy friends around shall watch thy closing eyes; 

With tears, behold >th^ g^ntWs^nt |jo,^ 
And wish to join its passage to the skiQS. 

.. .;. .; ■ ', ;::\;;'-i 
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ANACREONTIC SONG, i 

TO MT LUTE. 

T T THAT «hade and what stillness around! 
VV Let us seek the lo.v*dxot of the Faie j 
There soften her sleep >vith thy sound, 

And banish each phantom of care. ^ 

The Virgin may wake to thj^ straini 

And be sooth 'd, nay, be pleased with thy so&i;:: 

Alas ! she nfay pity the swain, 
And fancy his sorrows too long. 

Could thy Yoice £i?e a smile to her cheek, 

What a joy, wnat a rapture were mine ! 
Then for ever thy fame would I speak— 

O my lute, wnat a triumj)h were thinei 

Ah ! whisper kind loYc in her ear, 

A'nd sweetly my wishes impart; 
fey, the swain who adores her is near ; 

Say, thj sounds are the sighs of his hearL 

A iPASTOftAL SONXJ. \ 

FiREWELL, O farewell to the day, j 

That smiling with happiness flew! 
Ye verdure and blushes of Mat, 
Ye songs of the linnet, adieui 

In tears from the vale I depart; 

In anguish I move from tliQ Fair*: 
For what are those scenes to the heart 

Which FoRTujiE has doom'd to despair? 
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Lo^ 



l!/OTE frowns, and how dark is the hour ! 

Of Rapture, departed the breath ! 
So gloomy the grove and the bow'r, 

1 tread the pale valley of Dkatii- 

With envy 1 wander forlorn, 

At the breeze which her beauty has fann'd ; 
And 1 envy the bird on the thorn, 

Who sits watching the enimbs ^om her hand. 

I envy the lark o'er her cot,, 

Who calls hpr from slumber, so bleit; 

Nay, I eBvy the nightingale's note, 
The Syren who sings her to rest. 

On her hamlet once more let me dwell—- 
One look! (the last comfort!) be mine*- 

P Pleasure, and Delia, farewell! 
Now^ Sorrow, I ever am thine. 



TAX not, O Parson, the great Author ov Nature 
with cruelty to his creatures. 
Too often dost thou impudently endeavour to pnt off 
thtffoUtf for his wisdonu 

Thy anathemas are not his anathemas ; nor is lus 
morality thy morality. 

O think not, that, like the Lord Mayor op London, 
he punisheth the sale of every article on the Sabbath- 
day, except Milk and Mackrel. 

GOOD FRIDAY. 

Sir IIarrt, a high priest, and deep divine. 
Ambitious much 'mid modern Saints to shine. 
On a good* Friday evening took ah airing:—* 

S2 Not 
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Not far had he proicaedod, ere » soimd* 
Old the two ears of this goodprk^tmstound^ 
Such as Joud laughs, commix'd with sone smalt 
sweariog» 

Now in an orchard peep'd the Knight so sly^ 
With sucb.a staring, rolling, frenzied eye; 

Where, lo! a band of rural swains were blest :-^- 
Too proud to Join the crezvy he wavM his hand^ 
Beck'ning to this unholy playful hand- 
Forth came a bot/^ obedient to tho Priest. 

** 'What wickcd.thihgs arc ye all doing here, 

" On this most solemn day of all the year ?" 

" Playing to skittles,'' said the sbnple lad. 

** Playing at skittles l-^Deyils, are ye mad? 

" For what 9^ — <^ A JacK-ass^ Sir, the boy replies^ 

*^ A Jaclc'Ct^g!** rpars the Priest, witlr wolf-like ey^: 

** Run, run, and t<5ll them Ht)Av\v will n^t besbamm'd*- 

" Tell them this infant, that they'll all be damftd.'* 

Iwullf Sia Harry--^!;^, I.x&u//, Sir Habjiy"-^- 
Then ofi* he set th' important news to carry ; 

To warn them what dread, torments would ensne : 
Bat suddenly the scampering lad turned round. 
And thus, with much simplicity of sofind, • < 

^' Si&il.VRRy most the Jack-ass be damti'd teo?^ 



€)DE . 

TO ... 

A PJIETTY BAR-MAIIX 

SWEKT NxMPH^, with, teeth ol pearly and dimpled^ 
chin, 
And roses that would. tempt a saint to sin^ 
Paiiy to thoc sO' constant I return^ 

, Whose 



PIKDARIAN^. }Sg 

Whose smife improTes the coffee's ev'ry drop^ . 
Gives tenderikess to every steak and chop, 
And bids our pockets at expenses sparo. 

What Youth, well powder'd, of pomatum smelling, 
Shall OQ thy lovely bosom fix his dwelling? 

Perhaps the Waiter^ of hip^elf so full! 
With thee he means the coffee-house to quit; 
Open a tavern, and become a ceY, 

And proudly keep the head of the Black BuU^ 

'Twas here the Wits of Anna's A tticage 
Together mingled their poetic rage ; 

If ere Prior, Pope, and Addison, and Steele; 
Here Parneix, S^'ift, and Bolingbroke, and Gayj 
Pour'd their keen prose^ and tun'd the' merry lay, 

Gave the f^r toast, and made a heartff meal. 

'Twas here^ o'er fragrant coffee to unbend, 
The Wits their epigrams so happy penn'd, 
^ And bade in> madrigals a Chloe shine, 
A MiRA,. a. Belinda, and a Phillis, 
Who boasted rosos possUlty, and lilies, , 
Such as now deck that cheek and breast of thine. 

Nymph of the roguish smile, which thousands seek^ 

Ctive me aHothcr, and another steak; 

A kingdom for another steak, \^y\i giv*n 

l^y thi) fair hand, that shames the snow of heaven. 

Give me;a glass of punch, O smiling las&j , 

. And. let thy luscious lip eipbaim th^ glass-^— . . , 
Touch it and spread a charm aroi^nd the brim: ^ 
Health to thy beauties, Nancy, and may Time 
Ne'er meddle with thy present, hi^aithful prifhe, 
Thy ringlets spoil, aAd eyes of di'monds dim. 

Ed, from each box thy lutc-ton'd voice to hear," 
Youth nimbly, turns him round, with wanton ?eer: 
NaJ^^ wrinkled Age himself, with locks so white, 

S3 Findetk 
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Findeth zsfthin a kind of bastard 6t6j ' ' 

Whose mouth, poor cripple, Iratering wfth <Rsife^ 

0pes toothtcsi? en thy beauttes in delights 
Vo^ for thy lamb-Iike ilesb he seew to hunger! 
Ub feels himself a pair of ^e^; younger ! 

Tellmeagain^ O'NvjtPtt, zir^o^ happy arms 

Are doom'd, for life, to circle tho;5e bright charms,- 

And ta4hat bosom gHe brare ^ii'Is and boys ? 
That lucky lot, alas ! trill ne*er b^ mine-^ 
Agaee, a sqiieese^ perchao^^ a kiss dif ine, 

Must form thebouiMig, O I^anct^ of my joys.. 

Tet if rich fasronrs,. far be^nond a smil» 

Sbkind, thy Poet's moments to beguile, 

Thou wisliest to bestow ^-4n Loy£'s name give 'em;j 

And^ thankful^ on mj htees will 1 receive 'em ^ 



ANACREONTIC «ONS:. 

WHOdaree talk of hours ? /Seize the bell of that clock;: 
S^ize his hammer,, and cut off his hsinds^ 
Ta the bottle, dear bottle, I'fl stick like a ^&ck, 
And obey only Pl-ea'suae's commands. . 

Xet him strike the short bours^ andliint at a bed-— 

Waiter, briftg ti^ more wine— what a wbtm! ' 

Say that Tiirc, his old master, for Tofers was inad^ 
' And not jolly Topers for Af/a» 



O MAN, 



OMANy be not puffed up with^thc pride of ofispring, 
as the triumjrfis ^ Pa^ a» are t«a often smiled at 
in secret by zviser Mama^ 

ODE TO ▲ HEDGEJSffAHROW; 

KURSlNS A YOUNG CUCKOO. 

AH, whiniirg, anxious^ restfoss birdl 
Thou art a fool, upon mj word : 

Now on the bush, now upon the gr ound;: 
^ow hoY'ring o'er my head, and saying, 
Such bitter things-— now begging, praying, 

Poor. wretch, surveying me so sharp all ronndL 

Imploring me to> leave the nest, 
Where all thy dearest wishes rest. 

How busy thou in catching grub and ily, 
As Boon as dewy morning paints the sky; 
Now twitt'ring vear the nest such, straiufi of jby^ 
Proclaiming to the world a hopeful boy ! 

Cl^reat is thy triumph in thy fancied child ! 
Immense thy pride— -thy ecstasy how wildl 

Yet not one trait of thee doth he display t 
Indeed thou never didst beget the youth ; 
And more— 40 tell thee an> unpleasant truth^.- 

H\& father will be here the First of May.. 

Nor singular art thou— for, lo! . 
A little gamesome Knight zoe know, 

Who fosters childrent^ov«fs them to dtstri^dn; 
Shews them about from mom. to nighty 
Drinking such draughts of rich delight' 

From av'ry feature— hso much satisfo^ob^!: 

See his otvit eyes, oimi mouth, own iipy os^iear/ 
Ownnose^ ^«9Mdnnp]e^ ifieach p^etty^I>EAR!*— 
Bttt who's the red/ parent po'-Am'hous John, 
Clood-Datur'd felloW) made ^em cy'/^ oise.. 

' ^ TO 
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TO ANACREON. 

GHOST of Anacrkon, quit the shades, 
And with thee briug thy swe^t old iyt^l 
To praise the first of British Maids, 

Whose charms will set thy soul 6n fire- 
But hold — ^'twere l)etter keep away— 

Of justice must thy- harp despair ; 
Which suited rery well thtf day. 
That saw no- Damsel half so fair» 



TIIE CAPTIVE QUEEX. . 

These Lines are supposed io be spoken fry. a.,Ffi&idof: 
the unfortunate \tL^tBD^%TTM^^ 

WITH radiance rose iYiy morning;sun^ 
Fair promise of a- happy dky r 
put, luckless, ere it rcach'd- its noonj 
The fiend of darkticss diham'd' the ray; 

What though the brightest gifts are thine,. 

And distant natl9ns pqivr thy praise^. ^ ^ 
While, raptur'd, on thy form divine 

The eyes of Love and WoynEft gaae-? 

The, Toice of Joy, for ev^jr inute^ . 

Mustyield to sighs that mourn in Tain;: . ^ 

And Pity, come with swepttjst lute, 

To sooth ihy sorrows with 'her strftin^ . . 

The S^n Hope, wiio.won thy e^. 

Must charm no more tht^ dang'rous hour*; 

The warning voice of ravens, hear. 
That cro/ik thy. d9om op yonder. tQw'r. 

Yet 
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Yet wKat is life, mid Horror's reign, . 

Where Muroe&'s trrampb deayes the sky; 
Where heavejs with death- the groaning scene, 

And dungeons loud for yengeance cry ? 

Yet^Vhat is life to spotless fame ? 

And (hme to^ latest time shall bloom-^ 
The blow that sinks that beauteous framo 

Giv6i all the Virxuu to the tomb. 



ANACREONTIC. 

IMIfi, SYLTfAf why so gravely lookj '^ ' 
§^ Because a kiss or two I took ? 
IShose luscious lips might thousands grant-^ 
RidL rogues that never feel the want. 
So little in the kiss I see,^ . 
A hundred thou may'st take from tne» 

jftut, ^kite, like misers o>cr their store, 
Thou imt'stto give, though running o'er^ 
I scorn to cause the slightetrt pain^ 
So pr^yt^iee take them back again ; 
Nay, with good int'rest be it done--* 
Thoa*rt welcome to take tea for ooe«: 



TO TIME. 

O TIME, *tis childish, let me say,, 
. To give, then take a grace awayp 
The Damsel from her charms to sever, 
. So pleas'd to keep Uiem all for ever. 

Whem Cynthia tires witk ecmq'riiig hearts, 
And says, " O Time, receive mj ducts ; 

Her 
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Iler beauties are a lawful prize—* 
Then- take the lightnings of her eyesw 

Pluck all the roses from her Cheek, 
And root the lilies from her neck ; 
Her dimples siezCj her sttiile^ her air,.. 
And witfi them make a thouiaiid/dr* 



ODE TO JEALOUSY. 

A VAUNT, diau sqjiinting Hag, "whose listSfljng car 
Sekes on every jr/w^per— -whose pwPs ej% 
When Night's dark mantle wraps the silent sphere. 
Stares watchful of each form that passeth by I 

Thou Fiend} what bustniBss hast thou Bere on. earth, 
Dissention-fti-eeder from thy very birth?' 

How much, more of the serpent than tt^ doyeh 
I cannot guess thine errand to this worl4-— . . 
By thee is Nature topst/^turoif hurPd ! ^ • 

And nearly ruin'4. the soft l^nd of Ik)i<£! 

Speak I but to my neighbour's \Viee.so AriW,, 

And say, '' Pray how d*ye do, my dearest Ma'am J'*^ 
Behold, a tempest swells the husband^ s 4Xi\vAy' 

. Who gires my ,sweef ciWity a d.mut: 
For, lo! thy wickedness at once adorns 
His trembling temples w<it^ii b^ac^ of horns.. 

The instant thou behold'st a. married Fs^^ift,. , 
Adieu, alas! the pleasures- of the Pair! 

Farewell, of Benedick, the wedded bliss ! 
Scarce canst thou let the hoiiey-tjioon go b)*,. . 
When, hark! the keen reproach! — the lady's- sigh ! 

Dei^d. the fond, squeezf^^ and nute the chiipirigkiss ! 

: -. * • " * ' * « Watch^ 
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*^ Watch him,"— thou whisper'st ia the woman's ear, 
■^' Open his letters— pick his pockets Ma'am— 

:^^ Somewhat will be discover'd, never fear; 

'' Spmething to dash the monster's cheek M'ith shame. 

'f Ken him amid the harlots at the pla^' ; 
*' JJfor let your eyes.a single moment stray : 

*' He catches a lewd squint if your^s are blinkers: 
-*^ Make hini look strait on, forward to the st<ige; 
^^ And on refusal tell him. in a, rage, 

-*' You'll giveihim^^ coach-horse like, ajpair^of »iiiA'^«.'* 



ANACREONTIC. 

OFAR from me those lightnings dart! 
On oj^ert^ bid thy beauties shine : 
.Beyond thc^ hopes of this sad heart, 
I. view that peerless form, to,pine« 

Whilst e?*ry shepherd sings her praise, 
/Tis mine^of Sykia to compluini 

Made a poor pris'ner while 1 gaze^ 
i feel in ev'ry smile a chain. 



ODE . 

TO TItt * 

LADIES OP ENGLAND. 

^eter more t!)in jitj^^HrM, . khat a few Passage* of Ms Work* » have 
given offence to his fair Country. women^-.Peter't contrition thereat, 
and violent resolution* 

LADIES, Isheuldbeko>ry—^nV»»(f indeed, • 
Could 1 once write wfeit you would blush to read ; ' 
But that s^me Poet c/epj»erf Jean Fontaine 

Was 



Was Terily the taste and admiratioB 
Of all the Jjadies of the Gallick aatton, 
Quoted aud toaated o'er and o'er again* 

What! wound of Bntish Maids the tender ear, 
Who, when the Nymphs of other realms compared, 
(And, lo ! on numbers ^are these eye-bails star'd) 

Are, as rich Burgundy to dead Small Beer ! 

Our Poet Pope, against a naughty word 
Prtiested'^seeming too to shut his doors 
' Pronouncing a)l obscenity, absurd— 
That ribaldry was folly— raothing more : 
YetMaJiter Pope, who Decency so flatters, 
Plumps boldly into certain wicked mstters. 

Now this I do> dislike in Master Pop&-^ ' 

At-gluttony a man should jaever bark', 
On dainties, who is pteaB'd his moiiifii 16 ope, 

And guttling swaiilow plates^M like a shark* 

Miss Heloisc, that <warm young lass, I weeii, 
Says things that cover Modesty with afaasne: 

1 must confess I sever saw Nineteen 

Pour -such an jEtsa forth of an'itms ftkiAe. 

And, lo! again— the Z.odt,.:the ravish'd Lock! 
Too oft the line gives Modesty a shock : 

Warm inuendos bid her blushes rise; , 

Yes, often I've heard Modesty declare, 
^< That many a line indeed has made her stare; 

<^ She knew not where to look— where fix her eyes.^' 

The Wife of Batky and eke the lovely Mayy 
Meld language horrid for our chaster day; 

Were Peter now to sing in SQch 41 ftyle,. , * 

What Lady-mouth would jidd tip i^aj?d 4i mile? • • 

■ ' ' " ' Not 



PIWDARIANA. 197 

No ! — frowns would fill their faces in its stead. 
And yet, ye 'Dames so chaste, those tales are read— 
I see no lips with blushing anger ope, 
And cry, ^^ I loath the nasty leaves of Pofe." 

Nay more, my dear young Misses, and grave Dames, 
Who xead with fear my songs of darts and flames; 

Speak — is not Pope an idol 'mid your books ? 
Does not Saint Patrick's Dean^ so.Toid of grace, 
Among your leathern fav'rites shew his face. 

Whose many 'a leaf should only lodge with cooks f 

Since then the lightnings of the Ladies ejes 
Knock not the mem'ries of those Poets dowoi 

It striketh me, indeed, with huge 'surprise. 
That Peter's purer line should feel a frown* 

They wounded Modesty -with rerse unchaste; 

I with a twig of Pindus scarcely struck her ; 
Thei/ stripp'd her naked— /just clasp'd her waist, 

And delicately only touch'd her tucker. 

Yet is there, i* there one sweet British Prude, 

Who will not read my rhymes — mistrusting harm? 

Let not my volumes on the Nymph intrude, 
And ring to ChastiYy the wild alarm : 

Make in her pretty panting heart a riot. 

Demanding months to bring it back its quiet. 

Tales of a Damsel kind, and sighing Lover, 
Holding of Love's choice spice a little, 
Might he influlg'd to warm Dame Nature's Kettls, 

But not to bid it boil tempestuous orer. 

Ev'n Age delighteth in an am'rous tale ; 
Love warms his inside like a pot of ale; 

Thaws his cold heart and makes it beat so cheery! 
• His eyes, that owKIike, wink'd upon the day, 
Bursts open with a keen and twinkling ray. 

And, lo ! he hugs and kisses his old Disary. 

Vol. in. T Why 
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Why then forbid them ?— such we must approve t 

And woe to mortals who are foes to Love! 

As long as this our system holds together, 

XiOVE will stahd brush against all wiud and weather. 

Yet shauid mj fav'rite British Maids and Dames 
Refuse to read my rhymes on darts and flames, 
And other pretty little trifling things, 
The fount from which such nat'ral rapture springs: 

Ladies of Fbakce I think my song 
To you in future must belong : 

I es, yes, for you the Bard shall form the strain*— 
And then who knows ? it matf be so^ I wot, 
The Dames may cry, ^^ l^hose Islanders ha?e got, 

^^ TeGods! an iii>«o/tt/tf Fontaine. 
• 

<< Refufe to read him!— »ho heaven bless him!— no e 
^ Lord ! let his wild imagination flow-^ 
^< Bamsh the Loves \^0 what a Gothic sweep ! ^ 
^ The World at once,* so dull, would fall asleep!" 

So help me, Gsace! I ever meant to please--^ 
E'en novo would I ask pardon on my knees ; 

If aught I've sinn'd, the stanza must not live-^ 
Bring me the knife — I'll cut the wapton page, 
Which puts my lovely readers in a rage : 

But, hark! they cry, " Barbarian, we forgive." 

A thousand thanks t'ye atl, my charming creatures; 
What goodness, kindness, reigns in female natures I 



TO 
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TO CYNTHIA. 



W 



^HAT danger lurks in those bright eyes! 
, , Lot by their fire thy Poet dies: 
yet bravely let me meet my doom— 
And sijftce to thee I owe my death, 
I beg thee, with my parting breaUi^ 
To let thy bosom be my tomb* 



. ANACREONTIC. 

AH ! wherefore did I daring gaze 
Upon the radiance of thy charms ? 
And, Tent'ring nearer to their rays, 
How dar'd I clasp thee in my armst 

That kiss will give my heart a pain, 
Which thy sweet pity will deplore t 

Then, Gtnthia, take the kiss again, 
Or let me take ten thousand more. 



HAPPY art thou, O Man! who wait not born 
amidst the luxuries of life 
Lnckj art thou who canst eat the simple fare ; whose 
nose turneth not up at a boiled leg of mutton and tur- 
nips, or b&con and eggs. 

: Health waketh with thee at morn, and accompanieth 
the slumbers of night. 

Art thou an Alderman, and puttest pounds of turtle 
into thy paunch? thou devourest an apoplexy. SwaU 
lowest thou hot sauces? thou gulpest rheumatism and 
gout. 
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Say not wickedly, « I will not repeal the Lord's' 
<* Prayer, as it is beneath a Gentleman to pray for 
« bread.*' 

Carse not sprats and flounders ; peradventure sprats 
and flounders might blush to enter the doors of iiiy 
gulU^t. 

Deem thyself not undone, because thou possessest 
not more than thou oughtest in reason to use. 

Fortunate are tjbbusands in having never been fiivon-. 
rites of Fortune. 

Content sigheth not for vension; she liftetfcnot her 
eye to heaven for turbot. 

She hateth not the sight of the sun at dianer-time.; 
but preferreth his radiance to the greasy light of a candle. 

Read, and learn the injconveniencies o{ luxury, from 
ft Dog. 



THE LADY'S LAP-DOG AND THE 
COACHMAN. 

CHLOE, a favorite of a rich old Dame, 
Wis vastly delicate in all her frame; 

Could put down nought at last, but nice tid bifsi 
Nay oft, with much soKcitation too, 
IJer Mistress was oblig'd to kiss and woo, 

For fear poor tender Chloe oaight havejiis.^ 

Fat was our Chloe — like a ball of grease ; 
So round, a foot- ball quite, and fair her fleece. 
Oft on the Turkey carpet as she lay, • 

^, And sleep o'er Chlok's eye-lids did prevail ; 
'Twas very, very difficult 16 say 

Which was her kead indeed, and which her tail. 



At length it came to pass, that Chlo' 
' Did sullenness and sickness show ; 



So 
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So heaTj, learing off h^r wanton capers ; 
GapM, stretch'd, and lethargy she likewise shewM, 
Was sick at stomach, (nay I dare say sp»ze*d?) 

And seem'd, poor Dog, afflidted with the vigours* 

My Lady took her pining to hei* arms, 
Hugg'd her, and kiss'd her, full of sad alarms^ 

Fearing her poor dear little soal would die: 
Chloe was all stupidity and lumpish : 
Scarce lickM her hand — so sullen and so mumpishy 

Nor scarcely rais'd the white of either eye. 

The Coachman's call'd — '^ 0*Jehu, Chloe's hi: 
/^ Quite lost her appetite— she has no will 

** To moFe, or say, poor soul, a single thing : 
** Jehu, what can the matter be— d'ye know ?"— 
^' 1 thinlL, my Lady, I could cure Miss Culo." — 

^^ Dear Jehu, what delieious news you bring! 

** Take her, then— take her, Jehu, to your room, 
^^ And from her spirits dri?e this ugly gloom^ 

" And get her pretty appetite again."-— 
** Q good my Lady, never, never fear; 
*^ I understand her case-^'tis very clear; 
•*^ By heav'ns assistance, I sha'nt work invain.*'- 

Now to his rodm Ihe Coachman bore Miss Bitch, 
Who, looking back all wistful, felt no itch 
To go with jEHU-T-still he t>ears her on«— 
Arriv'd, kind Jehu oiier!) her a boue. 

Miss Cfii.0E in a passion seeks the door: 
In vain — 'tis shut — she lays her on the floor, 

And whines — gets up, all restless— 4ooks about; 
Watches the door so sly, and cocks her ears ; 
So pleas'd and nimble at each sound she hears, 
^ In hopes (vainhopes^ alasl) of getting out* 

T 3 Chlob, 
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Chloe, like lightning , noi^ resolres ta pass,. 
Bounce from her gaoler, through a pane of glass, 

And, by a leap, no more in prison groan : 
But, fearing she might spoil her pretty chops, 
Nay, break her neck, by chamber. window 'hops, 

CuLOE most wisely. lets the leap alone. 

Jehu now offer'd her a piece of liv^r: 

*' Chloe, do you love liver?" Jehu said-^ 

<^ The devil take" she scem'd to say, ^' the giver:" 
So hurt the dog appear'd — then tum'd her head. 

^^ Well, Chloe, well-^heay'n mend your proud d 

gestion ; 
*^ To-morrow I shall ask you the same question." 

The morrow (ah! a sulky morrow) came: 
Chloc scarce slept a wink all night; 
WJiining and groaning, longing much to bite! 

Calling ill vain upon my Lady's name. 

** Well, CuLOE, can you taste your liver?"— ^^ No. 
** No, thank ye, Jehu." — *^ Leave it, pretty Chlo."— 

The day pass'd on — no eating? not a cruml^. 
Miss CiLLOE crawPd- about the room, so sad, 
Sulky, and disappointed, angry, mad ; 

Now moaning, now upon hier rump so dumb. 
At times, aro und on barb'rous Jehu squinting; 
Sudi looks ! not much good will to Jehu hinting. 

Another morning came — -a liver meal— 

" Chloe, how stands your stomach ? how dy^e feel ?"— 

'* I will not eat." — Jehu goes out — . 
What does Miss Chloe ?^With a nimble pace, 
Runs to the liver, without saying grace, 

Gobbling ^way, with appetite so stout; 

For now the liver seem'd to meet her wish, 
And, nol liialf satisf/'d, she lick'^d the dish! 
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Jehu rettlrns, and smile&^^CHiiOE grows good ; i 

Takes ciTiJly a slice of musty bread ; 
Rejects from Jehu's hand no kind of food ; 

Glad on a find of ChesJure to be fed. 

Jehu with Cht^oe to my Ladj goes, 
And, triumpilingy his little patient shows; 
Not once discovering the coarse mode ^f cure-« 
Jehu bad lost hi9 place thea to .be sure. 

My jLady presses Chloe tp her breast, 
Half crazy, hugging, kidsing her — so blest 

To see her fav'rite Culoe^s chaog'd condition • 
^^ Thank ye, good Jehu-: — Hea?'.ns, what skill is in ye !** 
Then into Jehu's hand she slips a guinea, 

And Jehu's thought a yery fine physician. 



ODE 

TO' TH» , 

POET DELILLE. 

Peter kindly cengntulateth his Brother Poet on his lucky deliveninft 
from a dungeon, and asketh him questions coneerning his poetical 
feelings.— r-Whcther he meaneth to exait Convention, and debase poor 
Britain ? — Peter advis.th the contrary, and telleth the jPoet uiipkas^nt 
truths, with a witty compa;'ison.-~- Peter painteth, with the pencil 
of a great Master, the portrait of a Frenchman, in which impu- 
dence, insolence, ignorance, and savage cruelty, form the predomiw 
nant features, 

THRICE welcome from thy dungeon, pooi-Delille! 
Imprison'd, much (I guess) against thy wiil^- 
By that unfeeling tyrant Roberspierre : 
Set free from this same death^encircPd Tault 
By one (I fear me!) not without a fault ; . 
in short — I mean as great a rogue^ Barrebe. 

Dead 
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Dead is all dalliance with the Muse, I wonder: 
The guiUotine*9 high flood must damp thj fire: 

The ai, which falls apoa its prey in thunder, 

Must bid thee touch with trembling hand the Ijre. 

But 3ards, like birds, can seldom cease from- singing: 
Yes, on the Muse's bells thou must be ringing \ 
Thou wilt indulge the fascinating chime, 
Deaf to the oracle that cries, ^^ Don't rhjme.'* 

Speak — ^wilt thou praise Convention for its potoV, 
Swear Britain soon beneath its might must cow'r, 
Just like the wren beneath the eagle's wing ? 
' Say, no such thing. 

However grating to a Frenchman's cars, 
We Britons, 1 protest, have no such fears : 
France, to be sure, is huge-*our Island little-— 
Yet spare upon our heads th' insulting spittle. 

The Colony of Teeth though small. 

Are little folks of resolution; \ 

And when upon their prey they fall. 
Do a vast deal of execution. 

I do assnre thee, my inquiring eyes' *" 

Have found the lubbers of the largest size. 

'TIS pleasant to behold a Frenchman gape 

On^he world's map: 

. Astonish'd on his view to see advance 

Regions like France;/ 

Thns I presume the solitary Mole 
De^os the wide universe within his hole* 

Yet let Monsieur, so happy, prate away; 
'TIS pity undeceive the popinjay. 

Let 
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Let the pert tripping prig pronounce with pride, • 
BarlTarian, savage, all the world beside ; 

It is his narrcfw nature — cease then blame : 
In Afric I have seen on trees the apes 
Mocking at man, with grins and antic shapes, 

Who of our species thought the very same. 

But ihou shouidst shew more sense, my friend D£ULL&: 
Then pr' jthee take from me a little pill : 
Perhaps 'tis somewhat bitter — never mind it, 
It cureth puppyism— >I hope thou'It find it. 

Pride not thyself because a Frenchman bom; 
Thy fame is then upon the hope forlorn 

Doom'd not far distant ages to explore : 
Learn to despise thy Country-— 'tis a fool. 
Cruel, and of Kypocrist's dark school, 

Tyrannic, savage, rotten at the core. 

So much for France— forgive me, lucky Bard-r- 
But Vice should ever meet his fair reward : 

Yes, let me drag the monster from his den— 
This trifling Ode perchance may rouse thy gall ; 
If angry^ bid thy rage on Justice fall, 

The goodly Goddess who now guides^my pea. 



TRANSLATION 

PROM 

GALLUS. 

AT mom, if Cynthia meet my sight, 
'Tis sweet Aurora's blushing light ; 
And if at eve she cross my way, 
The star of Vknus darts its ray. 



A SECOND 
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SECOND ODE 

TO TH» ' 

POET DELILLE. 

Fcfer proposeth very important questions, and tuspe£tetH Moniiear 
Delille of an inclination to whitewash the black faces of Devils — . 
Peter giveth a sublime Bescription of French Liberty — Peter puttetb 
Delille in mind of Nature's niggard allowance to every man of one 
ktad only, and of an inconvenience arising from th« l«<s of it, on 
account of the difficulty of pvocxir'iag another. — Peter sagely advis* 
cth him to beware of Barrere, and think of a return to his dungeon 
—■Peter picturesquely describeth the supports of French Liberty— 
loretellnh the humbled state of the mighty Reformers — Petevobje£l* 
eth not to a general intdlefiual illumination, but seemeth to thinly 
that a Frenchman's attempt must produce only a national conJUgra^ 
tion ; Peter thus fancying eviery Frenchman a mad Quixote— Peter 
again kindly inviteth his brother Bard to England^ and concludctb 
with a yZaaun^ ffd/r of Barrere. ', 

JUHO that could save his ship would suffer wrecl: ; 

Who warble with a rope about his neck ? 
Who in the Tiger's mouth would keep his head, 
With pow'r to draV it from a place so dread ? 
Who^ 'midst the charnel's melancholy glooms, . 
Would mingle with the refuse of the tombs, 
With legs to bear him to the fragrant day, 
From reeking bones, and Horror^s haunt, away I 

And yet thy song may stay perhaps to bless 
A dark divan of derils — yes, 

Full of their deeds may flow the ilatt'ring rhyme ;. 
Which song may stoutly si^ear, that '} Athens, Rome, 
*^ Ne'er rais'd to Libertt an equal dome, 

<1 So sacred, so stupendous, so divine I" 

Yet what is it to Reason's sober eye ? 

A monstrous shughter-housa that taints the sky : 

Within 
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Within a day-*perchaace one lxttls HOUKi 
Thy courteous song, iirhich sooths the sweetest sbURd, 
TuroM by the people's thunder, will b^ found| 

Ail of a sudden, vinegar so soar \ 

What is the madding Million's sheuting breatyil? 
Black Murder's orgies— the wild bowl of Death ! 

Then quit thy country — yes, disclaim thy mother: 
Mind ! — on thy shoulders stands one simpieliead ; 
Mind m'e, bift one-^Sind when that one is tied, 
*:*Twill puzzle Ihee, I think, to get another* 

Since, then, this head is not yet gone, 
Take p£TER's counsel, man, and keep it on. 
Barrere's red paws are ready now to start: 
Perhaps to'phinge in thy devoted heart. 

Lo, at hi? voice -f to Satan's near akin) 
The duiigeoh gapes perhaps to let thee in; 

Opes his dark jaws, amid the spectred gloom^ 
For thee, a ^^con^ttime to raise thy moan ; 
Breathe the vUin wish, and heave the helpless groan— 

Thou'lt be well furnish'd.both with time and room. 

The columns of your Liberty, Death knows, 
Are-cannon, swords, and foayoni3ts, and. spears; 

The Angels who this glorious pile compose, 
Hyaenas, Tigers, Jacjtalis, Wolves, and Bears ; 

instead of adamant for a foundation, 

The groaning carcases of half the nation. 

Dread, of Adversity the humbling pow'r— 
Sharp are her whips of wire, and hard her batf : 

What sa^l humility awaits the hour. 

When Lordly LioNS^grind poop mice with calst 

When Jo\e's own Eagle leares his sky for bogs, 
Cracks snails with crows, and feasts with croaking frogs ! 
Yet this, you wontTrous men must do ere long. 
If Truth (who seldom fails) awaits my song. 

Yes, 
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Yes, be illnmin'd rey'rend Age and Youth ; 

With you I'd tear up Superstition's root, 
Dark fiend ! who from the sacred hand of truth 

Dares snatch her torch, and crush it under foot. 
This were Dame Wisdom's a6l ; but, let me add, 
Wisdom and France are foes— for Francs is mad. 

What voice to reason can a Frenchman bring ? 

Go, bid with lullaby the tiger sleep ; 
Bind with a spider's web, the whirlwind's wing ; 

And with the wren's small plume, keep down the deep* 

Wrap the black surge within thj hand, 90 wiscy 
And smother its wild thunder on the skies* 

Pr'y thee take counsel, man, and haste awaj : * 

'Tis vastly safer, I assure thee, 'here, 
Since Murder is the order of the day, « 

And venom feeds the heart of black Barrere. 

Barrere ! who, when in h-11 he shews his face, 
£ach frighten'd Dev'l at once will fly* the place, 
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UPON HIMSELF. 

ON fragrant myrtles let me lie, 
And Love, my slave, the wine supply. 
Too soon we seek the Stygian gloom : 
Time flies ; and, since to dust we go, ' 
Why idly bid ih^ incense flow, 
, And spill the juice upon the tomb ? 

Ah ! rather let me quafl* the wincy ^ i 

And bid the rose my brows entwine^ 

• While 



While youth^ while health the bosom warms-— 
ThcH pr'ythee, Love, delight my hearty ^ 
Ere Death dispatch his certain dart. 

And bring a Ciiloe to my armsw 



MAY DAY, 

THE daisies peep from ev'ry field, 
And viMets sweet their odour yield; ^ 
The purple blossom paints the thorn, 
And streams relledt the' blush of morn. 

Then lads and lasses all, be gay, 
For:,this is Nature's holiday. 

Let lusty Labour drop his flail, 
Nor woodhian's hook a tree assail ; 
-The ox shall cease his neck to bow. 
And Clodden yield ta rest, the plough* 
Then lads,, &€•. 

Behold the larLin ether float, 
• While rapture swells the liquid note ! 
What warbles he, ,w^<di meiry cheer ? 
^' Let Love and Pleasure rule the year.'* 
Then lads, &c. 

Lo ! Sol looks down, \iiith radiant eye, 
And ihrows a smile around his sky ; 
Embracing hill and \ale and stream. 
And warming Nature with his beam. 
Then lads, &c. 

The inse6i tribes in myriads pour, 
And kiss with Zephyr ev'ry flow'r ; 
Shall these our icy hearts reprove. 
And tell usi we are foes to Love? 

Then lads, ^:c. 
Vol. III. U PHlLiPA't 
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PHUXIDA's COMPLAINT- 

WHAT has estranged thy affe6tioas from me ? What 
have I done, that I should lose thee ? But thou 
jLTt tired with the objea that loves thee; possibly, be. 
cause her sole happiness is founded on thiiie.^ 

SONG. 

WHEN NioHT spread her shadows around, 
1 will watch with delight on thy rest; 
^ I will soften thy bed on the ground, 

And thy cheek shall recline on nly breast. 

Love heeds not the storm, and the rain; 

On me, let their fury descend : 
This bosom shall scorn to complain. 

While it shelters the life of a friend. 

What tempts thee to wander away ? 
^ ToMfwiherj ah! dofttthoudej^rt? 
Believe me, in time thou wilt say, 

None e'pr lov'd thee like Puillida's heart 

Though resolv'd from a Moubnb* to fly ; 

To mem'ry thou still shalt be dear ; 
The winds shall oft waft thee a sigh, 

And the ocean convey thee a tear. 



A THIRD 
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THIRD ODE 

TO THE 

POET DELILLK 

The Lyric Bard proclalmeth the folly of the present French -^AclvWeth 
them not to harbour passions degrading to humanity — Peter, with' 
fUMtfZcjr/tf/ fancy, -pourtrayeth Prudence, and Passion — Peter tak^h 
the part of the late unfortunate Monarch and his Queen, and endcth 
his Ode with a beautifiu and apt comparison^— The Poet then illus* 
trateth thesdions of the Fnench by a most appoiite Talc. 

DELILLE, the world horn laugh can scarce refram-* 
Most SampsoQ-like, yeVe ruiu'd a rare pile ; 
To see jou batldiag thus^ aH bands, again, 

On -an owPs face so grave must plant a smile. ^^ 

* » ■ 

Sorrow, discard thy weed?, and diy thy tears— \ 

Pity, disdain V embalm them witli thy breath i^ 
They're sinking ! — lo ! if aught like life appears, , 

' Tis IIealtu*8 stolen rose npon the cheek of DfATKt 

Once happiness was your's^ my friend, indeed— 
" VV^e'll have no More o'nt," mad ye cry'd, away ! 

'^ Change ! change ! we'll cut olf the Great Nation's 
" bead^ 
'' And try what the huge Trunk will say," 

Off goes the head— 
The Nation's dead! 

Weil, now 'tis done— the head is o/f— what then ? 
Ye seeu to stare, like disappointed men. ' 
Where was Dame Foresight? Ah, ye silly folkl 
•And j^t it is too serious for a joke* 

U -* Since 



Since then tlie head is off; for Freedom pantingr^ 
What is' t ye look for? — "Lord, Dame Fkeedom?! 

'* wanting; 
'* Into a terrible mistake we fall — 
*' For Tyranny's hard irons loa/1 us all P' 
indeed! ye just hare found the secret out !• 
Ye're uiser than ye "were, good folks, no doubt T 

Alter not things when rul'dby Passjon^-rWhy? 
Because good Madam FRUDENeE is not nigh : 

Prudence keeps company that's vastly sober i- 
Prudence is mildly-breathing, sniiling May, 
$6 full of balmy blossoms, all so gay.; 

Passion, the mad, widcwasting, wild OcTQBZBy 

PjKUDENCE, a pretty, pleasisg, stealing rill, 
Winning with easy lays its winding coorse i 

Passion^ a horrent rough, from hill to hill 

Tumbling and tearing, drowning man and horse* 

Prudence is also a fresh-wat^r eel • 

So calmly gliding through the liquid glass ; 

Passion, a porpus— tempests at his heel^ 

Fiiwnd'ring amid old OcsAN's.thva^d'riAg nv^St^ 

Prudence is that small pleaskig worm of light, 
Tttic mild hcdge-rcgent of the dewy night ; 

A little moon to many an insc<5l race. 
Who by her silv'ry radiance find their way,' 
Nibble the fairest tfow'r^, and sip ^ud play. 

Gaze on their loves^ dance^ og^^ ^^d embrace*. 

Passion's a meteor, skipping here and there; 

Hopping o'pr hedge and ditch, and fen, and faol^. 
Amidst his wild^ and fierce, and mad career, 

Making himself indeed a downright fool : 
And after all, what is this thing oH caper? 
A simple child of stinking mud and yapour! 

Why so enrag'd against poor Lo^is Seize^ u 
Who^;.|)Ji^le, did ev^ery tJiing to please? 
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And "why in league against his charming Queen, 
Revenge and Madness, Malice, Envy, Spleen? 

Revenge's company for ever shan: 

Too much of danger freqaentiy appears: 

A kind of weak and overloaded gun, 
Bursting with horrid crash about oar ears. 

Ridiculous the triumph will be found, 
When, for a penny's worth we lose a pound. 
The MoNAiVTH eat a little of the Statt* — 
- But should ye therelore madly give him fate? 

We sliould not rage for trifling matters, 

And blnst'ring kick the world about; 
It shews the folly of our natures. 

For a pin's head to make a rout. 

Lord! grant a little /ujio*;/^ on the vhw 

And olivc^ yielding oil and juice and gladness ; 

Who'd root up the whole treefor't? nought but swine—* 
'Twere idiutism, stupidity and madness. 

The folio win(T simple well-known story shows, 
What sad misfojrtuue from such folly ilowi» 



THE 
KNIGHT AND THE RATS. 

A KNIGIIT liv'd in the West not long ago, 
iJike Knights in general, not o'er wise^ I trow— 
This Knight's great barn was visited by rats, 
la spite of poison, gins, and owls, and cats : 

^ike iliiUers taking toll of the sweet com, 
Carous'd they happily from night to morn. 

U 3 Lo, 
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Lot' waxing wroth, that neither gins nor catij 
Nor owls, nor poison, could destroy the rats ; 

** I'll^nab them by a scheme, by heav'ns," ^othher 
So of his neighbourhood he rotis'd the mob. 
Farmers and farmers boys, to do this job ; 

His servants too of high and low degree; 
And eke the tribes of Doc, by sound of hornj 
To kill the rats that d^r'd to» taste the corn. 

This done, the Knight, resolv'd with god-like ire^ 
Han to his kitchen lor a stick of fire, 

From whence intrepid to the barn ho ran ; 
Much like the Macedonian and fair Punk, • 
AVho, at Persepolis so very drunk, 

Did with their links the mighty ruin. plan. ' 

Now, 'midst the dw43lling flew the blazing stick : 
Soon from the flames rush'd forth the rats so thick;: 

*^Ien, dogs, and bats, in furious war unite — 
The conquered rats lie sprawling on the ground ; 
The Knight, with eyes triumphant, stares around, 

Surveys the carnage, and enjoys the sight. 

Not e'en Achilles saw, so blest, hls^ blade. 
Dismiss whole regions to th' infernal shade I 
But lo! at length by this rat-driving flame, 
Burnt was the corn— the walls downthund'ring came;; 

The meaning of it waa not far to learn—' 
When turning up those billiard-balls his eyejs, 
That held a pretty portion of surprise, 
^^^ Zounds! what a blockhead I I \!L9xer burnt (he 
^ barnV^ 
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A Z I D, 

OR THE 

SONG OF THE CAPTtVE NEGRO. 

F^OIt Mora eye be >. et wid tear,* 
And heart like lead sink dawn wid woe; 
SJie seem ber mounrfttl friends to hear. 
And see der eye like foufttain lliw^ 



\ 



No more she give me song sa gay, 
But^i^h, " Adieu, dear l^ttM AHA V." 

^o more for deck her head and hair, 
Me lojok in stream, briglit gold to ^{id; 

Nor seek de field for Uow'r so lair, 
Wid garland Moua hair ta bind. 

" Far off de stream !" I weeping say,. 
^' FsLT off de fields of Domauay." 

But why do Azin live a slave. 

And sec>a slave his Mora dear? 
Come,, let we seek at once de grave— 
, No chain, no tyrant den we tear. 

Ab, met I hear a ppirit say 

" Come, Azni, come to Domahay,'* 

Dan gold I find for thee once more, 

For thee to fieltfe for ifowV departs 
To please de idol I adore, 
y And give wid gold and flow'r ray heart. 

' Den leC we die a«d and haste away, • » 

Aiid Hf e» in grovii^ ol- DnhiAuw. 

' TO 



Alff riKD&MAWA* 



TO CYNTHIA. 

An, what an- envious rogae is Tibce, 
Who means one day to crop thy prime !^ 
This were a barbVons deed, I ?ow, 
If thus the Tyrant can behave. 
Lord, let us disappoint th@ knave, 
And let me take those beauties nozc* 



THE 

CRUELTY OF iENEAS 

TO 

QUEEN DIDO. 

I FORGIVE Man almost any crime sooner than bar- 
barous ingratitude towards charming Woman. What 
a brute was the pious iEneas to his Mistuess, the 
beautiful and unfortu.Da»e Queen of Carthage!. How 
easily a Poet of Virgil's imagination could have given 
a tear to the eye, and a compassionate sigh to the soul 
of his Hero, at parting with a Princess who had so hos* 
pitably entertained him, and so completely made him 
happy ; and thus, by adding a shining^ amiable^ and 
consistent trait to his character,, have rendered him an 
objc6t of esteem instead of eternal condemnation! But 
let the base action be recorded on the pyramid of Enm 
glish poetry,, as wi^ll as of the Romco}. 

When good ^Eneas left the widow Dido, 

"Sio^t infainous towards her was his carriage; 

«« Madam," quoth he, " all men would a6t as Ido— • 
" You will not sweai: X ever offered marriagc^^ 

^' 'Tis 



^< 'Tis very true," cry'd Dido, with a sigh ; 

^Then from her eye s the tears began to roll ; 
And then she mov'd from him, resolv'd to die^ 

And make a boniire of herself, poor soul ! 

What did thepioiis IleroP^mtfch'd on board j^ 
Fell JMt Wileapf and likd a bulUfrog mor'd^ 



THE WORLD. 

THIS world's a channing wch-ld, I do declare,~ 
The^BMUB who Understands it, I suppose, ' 
May, with & modicum of sense' and -care, 

Conyert with ease esbCh thorn into a ros^, / ' 

But folks becofhe such ideots^ or are bom ; 
They change life'* fragrant rose into a thorn ; 
On ey'ry smile of sunshine, fling a cloud, 
And then on cruel FoetuSe cry aloud. 



ON GENIUS. 

DEARLY I like tosce a Genius spring, 
Mark his rich plumes, and eye his soaring wing> 
But Death too soon arresis his eagle flight I 
Pf'ot long upon the meteor can we gaze-— 
From flie dark element, the lightning's hls^c^ 

That hjreaks; aod sudden ;^iiuts in pitchy nig^lit*. , . 



TOP* 
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TO M 

yOUNG LADy> 

•WITH 

COLLlNS's POEMS. 

AMID these leaves, where C014.1N8 thmes^ 
LoTB boasts, alas ! no golden liaes ; 
From LoYE the Bard was tree : 
What loss ! What pity, that his eye 
(To giye his heart the sweetest sigh^ . * 
Behold no Nymph like thee I 



SONG* 

FAREWELL to th* fragrance of morn ; 
Farewell to the song of the grove— 
I go from my Delia forlorn ; 
1 go from the Daughter of Love I 

I was told that I ought not to gaze 
On the Beauty by which I'm uiidone ; 

But how couM I hide from their rays ? 
What mortals can fly from the Sufk? 



FROM 



YHrOASTAHA. tl^. 

FROM ANACREON. 
ON WOMAN. 

DAME Nature, from her store so kind, 
1 o bulls, the guarding horns assign'd, 

And arm'd with hoofe the bounding steed; - 
Teeth to the lion's jaws she gave ; 
Pins to the tenant of. the wave ; 

And clothed the little hare with speed- 
But what should Natum grant the Faik? 
Grant .'—Beauty's fascinating air : 
With this the Charmer takes the field, , 

And bids the worid to Woman jrield. 



o 



TO NANCY OF THE ROSE 

NANCY! wilt thou go with me, 
And all the Poet's treasure see, 
My garden-house, my temple-rooms ? 
There shall I dwell on those black QytSy 
And pour my tuneful soul in sighs, 
•And catch thy panting breath's perfumeir 

Will Nancy quit the «0]sy bar, 
And sounds that thus with music war. 

Of vulgar Coachman, Drayman, Porter; 
That I may press thy purpte lip. 
And Love's delicious nectar sip, 

And in his prettiest language court her? 

Ah ! Nancy, now I hear thee say, 

^ Lord blcsa lis ! I'm the youthM Mat, 



« And 



IfiTiX) tiNDARIANA. 

^* And you arc Autumn, Sir — ^September; 
^' And therefore we by DQi^^n&suit." . 
. Dear ^ancy, that's the time for fruity 
Thou surely ouglltest to remember. 

Then blest together kt us wing*^ 
Love only blossoms in the Spring. 



FROM ANAC^EON. 

HASTE, let the toses bind our hair, 
And merry jest and laugh prepare f 
Behold a blooming IVIaid advance ! 
She waves the- srpear with hy l)oiirid, 
And to the lute'ii enchanting sound, 
With tempting foot, begins HBe'dahce. 

And, breathing b almy odours, lo ! 
A youth, whose locks luxuriant flow ; 
^The lyre he sweeps, and sweetfy sings,; • 
Accordant to the li^iefttll strings. 

And see, to mingle in our joy, r 
With golden locks, the Paphiaa boy ; 
And Bacchus too, with beauteous m:ien ; 
And He«, of all the Loves the Queen :^ 
They come in pleasures to engage. 
That gild with smil^ the gloom oi*. Age« ^ 



1 
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ODE. 

* »kW, and MORAl, AND SBRIOM THOOtfat. 

HOW diffrenajr, at dilTrent times, 
T^ ™M^*"°'««»»J?**« strike our senrtst 
Thus says Sir Oracle, the man of rbym^; 
And thus, to proTC it, he commences. 

Sweet are the blushes and the smiles of mpra, ■ 
Thesong of birds, and dew.bespangledXrn.. 

To swatns whose hearts are perfectly at eaTe • 
Sweet are the splendors of the golden^rJr ' 
To swams prepar'd to take their early way 

To hill and vale, and wander where th^' please. 

But not to swains the morning smile is sweet. 
Dress d out in irons^oom'd, ere noon, to greet 

T J ""^ t?*^ *•■*"' "•** '»"«='' ^«« sp'iritsTrry • 
They see with yery, rery diff'rent eyes, ^ ' 

1 he sun in all his golden robes ariseu 
And wish him not to travel in a hurry. 

Sweet is the Parson's note to swains at church. 
Who, lull'd to slumber, leave him in the lurch 

Whom ndther manners nor region check; 
Yet, ah ! most terrible would be, I wot 
That Parson's solemn admonition note ' 

To those same swains with ropes about th« neck. 

SONG. 

WHEN bleeding Nature droops to die, 
And begs from heav'n th^etenial sleep, 
Hard is the heart tljat caunbt sigh, 

And curs'd the eye that scorns to weep* 
Vol.. m ' X Hoir 



How rich the tear by Pity shed! 

Uow sweet her sighs for human woee ! 
They pierce the mansions of th^ dead, 

Aad sooth the spectre's, pale repose. 



SONG. 

O CRUEL Maid, adien! adieu! 
Thy lost I efer shall deplore ; 
A thousand griefs my pathxpnrsue, 
And joy shall gild thy path no more. 

,l»ost to the wDrid— of hope bereft— 
1 KiBW my fate with streaming eyesv- 

By Love forgot, by Fjiienpsuip lefl^ 
By all jdeserted bnt my sighs. 



MOI»S o^ COURTSHIP, 

♦O Lovi, thy temple is a crowded Inn— 
Ab4» ah ! how Tariout are thy ways to win ^ 

DEFONSJIIRE^HOB's WVE. 

JOANNY, my dear, wut ha poor Hob ? 
Vor I*m upon a coortin job-t- 
Gadswunds! Iss leek thee, Joan; 
I'd fert for thee— Iss, that Iss wud ; 
Iss love thee well, iis pigs love mud, 
Or dogs to gna a bone; 

What thoif Iss ban't so hugeous smnrt, 
Forsooth leek voaks that go to curti 
' Voakes zay I'm perty vitty : 



Lord, 



Lord) Joan, aoiaa may be o^Ve, 

U& a long puss, and kep a wive, ' ^ 

That ne'er zeed Luadua ikty, 

A man may ha the best o'heafts, 
Although no chitterlins to's sharts, 

And lace that ^eni ry uze ; 
Theed'st vend me honest— ^Tss, reri down^ 
Altho' thee hadsn't got a gown, 

Nor stockings vath ner shoozv. 

Now, JoANNT^ pr'ythee da^t now Ui^h ; 
Vor zich, Iss wudd'n gee a rish ; 

Dant coppy voakes o'town : 
No, Joan, don't gee thy zel an air. 
And ran and quat,^ jikst leek a hare. 

And think I'll hunt thee down* \ 

No, that's dam voalish, let me zay ; . 

No — dant ren off, and heed away, 

Leek paltriges in stubble : 
^ No, no, the easiest means pe best ; 
Iss can't turmoil, and looze one's rest;; 

Iss can't avoard the trouble. 

Now, J^oAN, beleek, thee waantst to know^ 
About my houze-keppin and zo. 

Be? ore thee tak'st the nooze — 
Why vlesh an dumplin ev'ry day ; 
But az Tor Zundaif^ let me zay, 

We'll ha a gud vat gooze. 

Zumtimes we'll ha a choice squab-pie; 
And zum days we wull broil and wry^ 

And zum days roast^ ye slut: 
And az vor Zyder, thee shat guzzle, "^ 

Zo much, Joan as will tire thy muzzle. 

Enow to splet thy girt. 

X 1 / Now 
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Now break ibj meend, zay '^ dun, ao- dun;' 
I'll make the a good husband, rana ;* 

And, Joan, I'll lore, thee dearly ; 
l6S waant do leek our neighbour Flail, 
'JhaA kuffth his wire, and kickth her tail,. 

And drashth her just leek bareij. 

JoANNT^ Iss now hare broke a^ meend; 
Zo speiJL, and let the bisness eend^ . 

And daat stand shillj^ ^hally ; 
But if thee wutt'n— Lord, lay't alone ; 
Go bang the zel Tor me, mun, Joah . 

I'll ciurt thy 9eit6r Afo//^. 



TOM AND DOLLY, 
J STABLE CANTATA. 

EECIXATIVE, " . 

AMIDST his straw, as Tom, a stable-swain, 
Did sweep and sigh, but swept and sigh'd in y^h;, 
Dolly, the Cook, peeped iii upon her sriuire. 
And begg'd a whisp of straw to light her fire ; 
Tom gave the whisp, and leaning on his bcoom. 
Thus woo'd the squabby Nyiupb of Bacon bloonL. 

AIR. 

O Dolly, not a horse nor nag, 
Of which my stable loud may brag. 

Can boast a head like thine ; 
Nor has a saddle got a skin 
So sleek as thy sweet check and xhin, 

Or doth'fio nobly sbine. 

But thou art off, 'tis plainly seen— 
Yes, Dolly, I have lost the rein, 
Thou mischievous contrivcc: . 

To 



PIKdAmiAHA. 2tB 

' To gall, alack ! my panting heart, 

I'm sure thou art resolt 'd to part. 
And marry Dick the Drirer. 

' Well, Doll, I cannot bear it long, 

LoYE sticks into me like a prong, 
I And sets my sides a bleeding ; 

I I'll tell the, Dolly, without fibs^ 

Thou hafit so curricomb'd my ribs, 
That I am ofl'my feeding. 

Queen of the dripping-pan, O say, 
I How canst thou hear thy Thomas bray^ 

I Nor one kind answer utter ? 

How canst thou see thy Stable-Squire 
Roast at thine eyes, like beef at fire, 
Nor melt away tike butter ? 

But thou art grown so proud of late ; 

Thou ontt'st upon me like a plajte ; 
As short too as a crust : 
, A nd then, with suck a scornful eye, 

I ^ Thy shoulders rais'd l]^ pride so high, 

I All like a turkey truss'd. 

Sub, drive the Driving-dog away, 
' Give my starv'd-Loye alock of hay, 

For riri ia woeftil danger ; 
But if thou wilt not with me dweH, ^ 
Horses, and saddles, all farewell, 

Brooms, hay-loft, bin, and manger* 

RECITATIVE 

^OM having fimsh'd i» a dismal tone, 

Wip'd his two dropping eyes, and gave a groao ^ 

Then, sighing, said it was a.crtiel thing, 

Thus like a dishclout his poor heait to it'riag. 

X a The 



<0a6 FINDARIAKA. 

The Ntmpr, as aandess of the hole (how shocking !> 
In Tom's poor bleeding heart as in her stoclcing^ 
Low curtsying to her solemn^ sighing swain^ 
Retttrn'd, with equal sxceetness fraught^ the strain* 

AIB. 

Dear Thomas^ I pity thy Isve ; 

But, Thomas, thoa wilt not expire: 
Like a ladle of dripping 'twill prove, 

That I frequently iling on the ftre. 

It makes a most wandcrfnl blaze. 
And frightens the chimney no doubt ;; 

Sets the family all in amaze ; 

But, TuomAs, it quickly goes out^ 

Before we were.married 8 year,. 

Mighty Lo^E, he would lose all his forces ;- 
And the musical tongue of thy Dear^ 

Would yield to thse neigh of thy horses.. 

I believe that thou thinke!^ sincere, 

This sxceet passioit would Last all ihy life ;: 

But too many can- tell with a tear. 

They have thought the same thing of a uife^ 

Too often we ^^\ij to our cost, * 

That the passions are easily cloy'd; 

That thf obje6t which pleases us wost^ , 

Is ih&hhject that ne'er was ey{jotf(L 

Love-^matches may do very well, 

la worlds where folk s*neT^ Want meat ; 

But in this, 'tis with sorrow I tell. 
We are looki^ig for«omewhat to. eai^' 

Dear Tuomas, then let me alone ^ 

To my roostjng, and boiling, and carving. ; 

I don't Hke to live on a 6021^— 
Lord: nothing's more dismal than starving. 

Td 
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To ill J stable then stick' aU thy Hfe ; 

That wfll bring thee thy meat ev'i^ day: 
A houseful of brats and a -wifel 

What would they ?— ir% take it aicaij^ 



•;■; s'6.N,G.' 

O NYMPH! of FoRTuisTE's smiles beware,^ 
Nor heed the S.yren's ILutViiig tongue i. 
She lures thee to the haunts of Care, 
Where Soai^ow pours a ceaseless song. 

Ah! what are all her piles of gold? 

Can those the hosts of Care coutroul t - 
The splendor wliich thiue eyes behold^ 

Is not the sunshiae of the soul. 

To loFe alone thy .homage pay^ 
The Queen of ev'ry true delight r 

Her smiles with joy shall gild thy day^ 
And bless the visions of the night. 



SEA COURTSHIP. 
Susan. 

MADAM! Madam! I have just received a poetical 
Billet-doux from my furious Siea-Caliban ; im* 
pudenceand humility^ resolution and weakness, h^pe and 
despair, forming th&sum total. Permit me to read iU . 

' Hawser to Susax. 

I Miss Susan, I think it in vain^ 

I To groan any more for that face; 

• Your behaviour hath prov'd it so plain^ 

I That to others I give up the chace. 

I Very jsiseli/ re^alv'd^ Mr. Lieutenatit* 

I ' - Abojii 
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About Lonre,. I shall make no mbl'e pbtber-^ 

You know that I'm not very rich ; ' : 
Yet I'd man you as well another. 
And stick to your timbers like pttdt« 
Nice sticking'plaisti:r indeed I 

I am out in my reck'ning, 't^s.^lear^ 

As your frowns and your crfeities proTe— 

Since I thought to have anchored, my de^r, 
la your arms that sweet harbour of \o\q» 
Ver^ ekgmty tender ^ and metaphorical t 

And though you so scornful are grownjj. ^ 

Let justice be done, by the Lord I 
You're a smart little frigate I own. 

As a seaman would wish for to board* 
Thank i/e^ Mr. Lieutendnt HcvLrUies,) 

Yet, Susan, before we depart, 

And I beg thou'U not take it unkind. 

Since your sneers have restor'd me my heart,^ 
If 1 give thee a piece of my mind» 
J?y all meoiisy Mr. IIaM'seh. 

Instead of my tears and my sigJvSy 

Which you, laughing^ call'd Lovers water-gruety 
Could guineas have r^in'd from my eyes. 

By G— thou hadfit never been crueL 
Impudent rogue I 

And yet should the wind chop a^out. 

And thy mmith cea^e this d-ron'd squally weather^ 
Let us ^end for old I^HUM^-cu^iiiax* out. 
And swing in a hammock together. 
ffevcry never y indeed^ poor szcain^ 

•-Tbe Pricjt. 
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daphne; 

OR THB 

SONG OF THE SHEPHERDESS. 

FREWELL the beam of early day ! 
Cold on the eye the Talley fades; 
The riv'lei moaras upon its way, 
And ppe6lre9 seem to hdunt th^ shades. 
These e^es, alas ! no pleasure see, 
Since Colic's lore is chang'd.from nw^ ^ 

Adien tiie nrook he gave my hand ! 

. Adien the flow'rs that deok my hair! 
Go, do¥es, and leaTe yonrsiilcefn bandy * 
Since Dafune is no longer £ur«. 
These ey)es,. &c. 

Let nought by Dapbne be possest— 

The piyrtle-wre^th that binds my browjj 
The knot of love he gave my brea&t, 
' Deep blushing for his broken vow. 
.These eyes, ^c. 

Let- a!l his tokens tneei his eyc^— 

From Daphne all his gifts depart ^ 
And let me send with these. a sigk^ 

To tell him of a broken heart. 
These eyes, &c. *: • 



MADRIGAL. 

AH ! say not that the Bard grows old-^ 
For what to me are passing years ? 
1 feel not Agi:'& palsied cqld— 
To-day. like yesterday appisars. 

Whoa 
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k.When Beauty beams, the world is gajrf I 

What mortal is not /ib«it alive? ^ 

Thus kindlin^g at its magic ray, 

IPow^score leaps back to twent^-fitse. 



ODE ; 

two MICE IN A TRJF. 

SO, Sir, and Madam, yon at length are taken*^ 
After your daneis bitx eheese and bctcon^ i . : ' 
And tasting er'ry daitity^^in y out way ; t ' i . . 
Kow to my fsettiun aofiwer, i£ yiMi pkeasB'**» '. 
Speak, did ye make the bacon or the. cheese!* t • f ; 
What sort of a defence d'y« set np^ pray ? 

Thus at free cost to breakfast, dine, and sup i 
E'en mUdJxTbCE Buixer ought to hang you up^ 

So fall of the «^eet milk of human nathrc! 
What sort of fetc^ young people should ye choose ? 
In purling streams yojur pretty mbnths amuSc, ' 

Ur feed the cat's fond jaws, that foi^ ye neater i 

I see ye are two lorers by your eyes ;. 
I hear ye are two lovers by your sigKs : 

But what avail your looks, or wiiat avail ' 
Your sighs so soft, or what indeed ycmr tears^ 
Or what your parting agonies and fears. 

Since Death must pay aTisit to your jail ? 

Ay, you may kiss and pant, abd pant and kise^ 
And put your pretty noses through the wire;. 

Ay, peep away, sweet Sir, and g^iitle Miss ; 
No more.the moon shall mark your am^'rous^ fire^ 

Around the loaded pantry pour the ray, ^ 

And guide your gambolfr with her silver day« 

Your 
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7oar prisoti*door now, culprits, let me ope— • 
^ow, now ! you're off! it is a. lucky hop. 

Ye're in the right on'i, nimble nyn^ph and swain ; 
Go, rogues-rrbut if .once more I catch you here!-- • 
What then? yrb^i then! — why then^ 1 strongly fear^ 

¥e little robbers, jon'll escape again. 

Thus let*rae Imitate JtrDOE Bulxer's deeds, 
iBeneath whose sentence scarce a felon bleols ; 
Who, as thei fur xjf foxes trims his gown, 
The.haftd of Meecy lines his heart with Doic»^ 



THE MISER 

AMD 

THE DERFISE. 

TIIG Miser Siierdi on his sick4»ed lying, 
Afiright'd, groaning, w heezing, prayiag, aighiag^ 
Expecting i^v'ry hour to lose his breath-— 
Enter a Dervise — ** Holy Father, say, 
" As life seems parting from this sinful clay, 

<^ What can preserve me from the jaws of Death?'* 

^' A sacrifice, dear son— good joints of meat, 

^' Of lamb, and mutton, for the Priest and Poor;, 

<^ Nay, from the Koran should'st thon lines. repeat, 
^' iii09e lines may possibly thy health restore." . 

^' Thank ye dear Father! you have, said enough^ 
^' Your counsel has already giv'n me ease ; 

<* Now as my sheep are all a great way off, 
^ Til quote our holy iJiora/}; if you please,** 

TO 



SSa rrirDARlAHA* 



TO DELIA- 

DELIA, thou really dost not know thy worCh-^ 
Nature has made a very idle blunder^ 
To give thee roses, lilies, and so forth, 

Eyes, dimples, merely to excite our wonder* 

See^other girls, of far inferior charms! 

Behold them spreading through the world alarms^ 

With not one quarter of thy ammunition ; 
Darkening the dangerous air with dreadful darts ; 
Transfixing Lovers' livers, heads, and hearts, 

Putting the beaux into a $ad condition; 

Whilst thou, so idle,' mak*st not Man thy game, 
As though the creature were not worth thy aim« 
But, Delia, come— on me thy prowess try; 
Let loose the lightnings of thy coai-blaek eye; 

Attack, pursue — 1 like the dangerous strife-i- 
Sweet Nymph, 'tis ten to one thou lay'st me low; 
Ket do not kill me, my dear generous foe, 

But make me prisoner to thy arms for life. 



S O N G. 

WHERE Fortune reigns in splendid pride. 
What madding thousands crowd her shrine! 
With sweet simplicity their guide, 
O LorvE^ how few resort to thine! 

Yet when of Fortune's smile possess'd,' 

The sigh iot other days they pour; 
Some secret sorrow istings the breast, 

And langour-loaded crawls each hour» 



Bxii 
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But L6ye*s pure joys uAsulIled last ; 

His Yot'ries taste a bliss sublime, 
Sigh to regain the moments past, 

And wish to clip the wings of Tims* 



Susan. 

WHAT a pretty hurricane about our ears! Well ! 
thank IleaTen, and our good old skip, for his 
holding his head so long above water, we are not got 
down into DAvy Jones's locker. 



SONG. 

Good Lord ! " when I think of the storm, 
And, old Neptune, thy horrible spleen 

That endeavour'd to make of thii form 
A feast for the fish at nineteen ! 

It had giv'n my poor heart some alarms, 

As well as some grief to my spark, 
To have found, that, instead of his arms, 

I had fiird up the mouth of a shark. 

Dear Neptune, a Sweetheart is mine- 
Not a handsomer England possesses : 

Shouldst thou bury these limbs in thy brine. 
They will la&e a whole world of caresses. 

Oh ! afford me one glance of my lover— 
Oh ! grant but one kiss from my swain ; 

Thou shalt drown me a thousand times over, 
If ever I trust thee again. 

VoL-IIL Y SONG* 
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SONG. 

FROM me^ since Hope hath wing'd her way, 
To yield to luckier »wMtt8 delight^ 
Ah ! will not Comfort lend a ray 
To gild my bosom's dreary night ? 

Yes ! yes I to sooth my burning breast, 

As far from Delia's form I ro?^, 
I'll boast that once this heart wsus blest^ 

AmI tell the story 0f my Love. 



TO VENUS. 

O VENUS, wherefbre is my sigh 
To Delia's beauty breath'd In Tain? 
Ah ! why her cold and clouded eye, 
That sun-like shone upon her swain ? 

A time there was, when thou wert kind. 
And gav'st success to e?'ry pray'r ; 

When.ev'ry sigh was sure to find 
A sigh congenial from the Fair. 

A time there was, when Delia's breast 
At all m^ grie& with grief would glow. 

The Nymph would lull the storm to rest, 
And sooth with ev'ry charm my woe. . 

Yet Venus, ij^eresoe'er she Hies, 

To Delia all thy blisses give : 
In me a single shepherd dies, 

In Jier^ behold, sl tJiomand live ! 



EPI- 
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EPITAPH. 

OTIIOU, rcmov'd from this 'wrorld's stiife, 
Wliose relics here below are laid, 
May Peace, who watch'd thy harmless life, 
In dMtfa protect thy gentle Shads ! 

Yet not alone areand tltf liier, 

Thy Children's sighs unfeign'd ascend ; 
The mourner Pity drops a tear, 

And Virtue weeps a vanished friend* 



ODE 

TO A 

COUNTRY HOYDEN. 

DEAR DoLLT, stay thy scamp'ring joints onemlnnte^ 
And let me ask thee, mad-cap Girl, a question— 
Somewhat of consequence there may be in it, ^ 

That, probabl^y mayn't suit thine high digestion. 

Pray what's the meaning of the present glee ? 

To ride a nannygoat, or ass, or pig ? 
Or mount an ox, or ride an apple.tree, 

And on the dancing limb enjoy a jig? 

Perhaps thou art infected with an itch 
To' plague a poor old Crone, baptiz'd a Witch; 
Tq smok^ her in her hovel— kill her cats, 
^ Or lock her in, and rob her garden's peas, 
Kick down the lame old granny's hive of bees. 
And break her windows in with stones and bats, 

Y 3 Per- 
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Porchance to rob an orchard thou may'st long^. 
Or Jieighbour's hen's nest of its eggs, or young; 

Xay, steal the mother^hen to bQot : 
Perchance thou hasten'st^ fond of vulgar joys, 
To tumble ou the haycocks with the boys, 

And let them takp> at will, the sweet salute* * 
■■ * 
Thou makest a long facq, and answer'st thus— 
*' Lord, then about %:trifle what a fuss ! 

'' As though a i^a^-^ might not ride a pig, 
*' Or nanny go^t in^^9 ^^.^^^ good nie 1 
" Or our old Ne^iy?^ or an apple-tree, 

*' Just for oui&;s:>(^aUh to hare a little jig ! 

** Or whore's the mighty harm, upon my word, 

^' In taking a few eggs, or chicks, or hen ? 
** The farniters can't be ruiu'd by't, good Lord ! 
I ^ Papa says that they*ire all» substantial menv 

*^ Or whore's the harm to ride upon a gate ? 
*^ To snub one 9q^ indeed, at such a rate ! 
" I've tumbled from the trees upon the stones, 
<< And never broke, in all my life^ my bones : 
•*' S^ee, Sir, I have not one black spot about me ! 
*^ 'Tis cruel, then, for nothing y thus to flout me. 

" Or where*s the mighty crime, I wonder, pray, 
** With cousin Dick to tumble on the hay ? 
** Just like a Baby with her Doll you treat one ! 
*^ Marry Come up • why Cousin Dick won't ecr^ one !. 
^ And then, forsooth, what mighty harm would come^ 
*^ In having bits of fun with Cou{;m Tom ?" 

DoLLT, thy artless answers force my smile — 
I readily believe thee void of guile ; 

My lovely girl, I thiuk thou mean'st no harm : 

* A name frequently given to a Jack-ass* 

But 



But had I daughters juftt like ihee, let loQ9e| 
I verily shaald thiak myself a f oose, 
- To mark each colt^like iafis mtkoui alarm, 

Doll, get thee home, and tell Mamay so mild^ 
So fearlul that a frown would kill her child, 

That not ev'n birch to kill'that chifd is able; 
And tell thy Fat he r, a fond fool, from me, • 

To look 3 litle sharper after thee^ 

Clip thy wiid tongue, and tie thee to the table. 



THE GRAVE OF EURIPIDES. 

AN ELEGY. 
Supposed to be spoken on the Spot. 

OTHOU, whose deeply-pictur'd scenes of woe 
From Grecian eyes could force the pitying show'rK 
Permit a SriiA^fGER's sigh unfeigla'd to llow— 
Indulge his hand to strew the sweetest flow'r. 

I know I shall not by thy Shade be scorn'd. 

Who boast my birth from Albion's free domain ; 

Where Naturk's soul, like thine^ in SiiAfi.SP£ARC 
mourn*d, 
W^here Milton's genius pour'd th' immortal strain. 

Yet, loj a r«ce of this degenerate age, 

Son.^ of those Sages, Heroes, Bards, whose name 

Gave splendor to the fair hiitoric page, 
Fir^^ls the jlory of the Grecian namo. 

Y 3 I mark. 
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I mark you, son of Athens, with a sigh ! 

Of Pow'r, of Ignorancb, the abject slare*— , 

Tear on bis cheek, and mis^y in his eye, 

He wanders near thee, heedless of thy graye L \ 

Where is thy fame ? In Greece nontore divine,^ 

It pours on AicBiqn's isle the radiant day ; 
There, with a noon-tide lustre may it shine, 

And gild my country with unclouded ray :. 

Each night retiring, as I whisper^peace^. 

With each adieu the tear will steal away ;: ! 

To think that Thou the song of gods shouldst ccase^ j 

And, dying, mingle with the meanest clay. ! 

■ ! 

Though Greece forgets thee^ yet* on Fancy's wuig.; : 

From distant Albion will I oft return ; I 

CroM'u thy cold^od with all the blooms of Sirring,' \ 
And envy the rich earth that holds thy ur/i,. 



SONG TO CYNTHIA. 

THE YocTU by Love and Hope betray^A^ 
Wh^ breathes his ardent vows in Tain^, 
Learns to forget tluj scornful Maid, 
And bravely breaks her galling chain*. 

*^ Farewell (he cries) a fruitless flame ; 

" A Nymph less cruel let me find ; 
M The world holds many a blooming Dame ;• 

^ An equoTCuLOj: may be kind." • 

* The prcf cDt Inhabitants of Gscccc fully answer this description: 
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But ah I how hard the Loter^s fate, 
Who feels the triumph of tM^e eye \ 

What Virgin shall his lires abate. 
And sooth Jiit bosom's hopeless sigh I 



i 



For, lo ! the Lotes, to make ^e fair, 
Agreed with ev*ry charm to part y 

And ail the Virtues too declare, 

They robb'd their own^ to gra^c tb^ heart*. 



ODE TO LOVE. 

SOUL of the world, and essence of dcfight-, 
* Of thee I think by day, and dream by night, 
For I'm a bachelor — a good old ntaid! 
Yet nofCy O Loye^ a- pretty woman's smilesr 
Oould make me dance at least a dozen miles, 
Without a stick indeed, or horse's aid. 

jSucA rapture from> thy bloom each moment feels ! 
Such mercury thou puttest in^ one's heels ! 

Did Jove prize charming' wordan^ just lik« mcy 
Of charming woman we should find a dearth ; 

In beauty^ what a desert there would be I 
Scarce one sweet female, to delight our earthv 

And then, O Ctntuia ! whom these eyes adore :. 

Whose form, and lace, and mind, no rival know ; 
Yes, thou fair MiUD, to that untravell'd shore, 

Ta. charm the Thunder£r, wouldst be doom'd to go ;- 
And leave, alas !^ thy sighing shepherd here,. 
Who never wants a Muse when thou art near. 

And now to thee^ O Love, again I turn^* 
How caujst thou hear an eaitbly A^gbl woum ? 

Avic-^ 
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A victim to the Tiuitiues of Dcspajk i 
A witless victim to the vlUain's snare i 

IIow sec >ilc Man her Ybti*« undermUie^ 
And bid the fairest form of Nature pine ? 

Why Sutiejr««t thou her bosom's softest sigh ^ 
IIow canst thou, u&reveng'd, survey the Maii} ; 
Hear her souiJs grief, .behold her beauty fade ; 
• Nay, horror ! the poor lamb-like victim die ^ 

Lo, poor deserted Julia ! once how fair ! 
With clieek so wan and pale, and scattered hair; 

Her gentle heart by Love's mad tempest torn ! 
She runs, she stops, and wildly stares around J . 
Now nails the eye of thought into the ground I 

Now, drown'd in tears, she lifts its beam Ibrlom j 

Pale as the moon, amidst the midnight storm, 
AVhen rains and driving clouds, her face deform t 

She grasps the earthi^^thespd her fingers tear*-** 
Now wearied, disappointed, to the skies 
She lifts her hds ol woe and plaintive sighs, 
(Soul-picrcing-sound I) '^ Alas, he is not here I** 
Rich pearls af sorrow from their fountains stray, 
And drop (too precious for the ground !*) away. 

<* How could he, cruel, give my heart a Wow ?** 
She moans, now sits upon the bank and sings ; 

Oft breaks her dirge with lengthen'd sighs of woe^ 
And, pausing, mutters iacoherent things. 

Now plueking lilies from the sdd, she cries^ 
" Sweet iiow'rs, I once was innocent hke ^au; 

*< The tear, alas ! a stranger to these eyes— 

^' Nor blush my cheek, nm wound my bosom kncw.'^ 

Now with a -siailc, and now with melting wail, 
She whispering t^ of Caul's Love the. tale. . 

Again 



Again her mind is on the wing ! she starts t 
HoP£to her eyes her eagle beam imparts ! 

Sudden she springs from earth—** He's there, he's thcro'* 

** I see him pass the flood — dear Colin, dear ! 

^^ Thy Julia calls thee — 'tis thy Julia, stay-^ 

** Thy Julia calls thee— wherefore haste away? 

<* Thy JvLiA lores thee — do not, cruel, fly ? 

*' Stay, or thy Julia's heart with grief will die*^ 

** If danger urge, that danger let me share ; 

** Thou must not lire unwatch'd \^y Julia's care.'' 

Sweet wretch ! in rain her feet the phantom chace ! 

Wildly she plunges 'mid the torrent's roar-— 
She shrieks ! her arms her fancied Lote embrace, 

She grasps the gulph«^ah ! soon to grasp no more* 

Lost Maid ! in rain the shepherds try to save! 
Breath'd is her spirit in the whelming ware ! , 

No longer doom'd Life's bitter cup to taste, " 
Behold her hours of woe for erer past ! 

Deaf to the song of Fla^t'hy, now, her ear! 
Deaf to a Demoifs whispers once so dear * 

Cold too the bosoin of the once warm maidi « 
The heart that swell'd with Love's delicious sighs, 
Still, in its silent cell of darkness lies, 

And dim her eyes in Death's eternal shade. 
Those orbs that sparkling bade a world adore, 
Are doom'd to sparkle, and to stream no moreT 

Lo ! on the bank her pale limbs stretch'd along, 
Amidst the sorrows of a rural throng ! 
A sight to strike the roice of Rapture mute, 
And wake the tenderest string of Pity's lute ! 

'. \. 

Thee, thee, her murd'rer. Vengeance soon shall find, 
Sure blood-hound, tracp thee in the weeping wini ; 

Pur«iie 
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Turgue thee where the Desert grm with death : 
For not to vian a^SMU sh^lt thou r^ftur^ — , 
A shrinking world thy Cain^like form shall spurn. 

And kneeling curse thee with xt» keenest l»re«tlu 

Smote ax^ unbnried, shall <hy carease Ik i 
AfiTy affrighted shall the Tttltttr«» fly ; 

Of fiendu like thee, a Ifr^athlfii U^^f 4ifr»id> 
And, la I the frow9ui|( G«Nxva of th« tlf^wi 
8hall shun theSouTVQs that hajte thy dQoni^ 

And bid eokch laYage seek » dbtanT ibftd^ 



ODE. 

>TniS a strange world we live Jp-^nt 'twi}! m^nd^^ 
X As 6v'ry l?ody aaya^ ^^ the ,Voj:M grows wiiey i'^ 

Yet certain follies ne*er will have an eno^ 
Of whiqh I am a wonderfail. d^sp^isiur. ■ - 

Is it not •cruel, when, with all his fiame^ 

Genius. performs a work, a matt should bawl^ 

*^ To ask much for this trifle were, a s^^ame ; 
<^ I know the fellow taok fw poms ai all^ 

i 

*^ Poei# work nimbly^y nimbbf, nQw-4^days : 

*' Give a good penny's worth, goodMASTEU Bays.**^ 

I dare say the sad Bookseller, a L-^e^ 

Or L— K N, pour'd 8uch unh^Uow'd soitndl 

On Mil-PON's shrinking ear, with Up9 pro&ne. 

Who bought th' immortal Work iorjif teen pounds*! 

^ The price actually given for Paradise Lost t 

Too 



Too many a ra^ed Brother of the lAty^ 
Too man/ a Jtt/r itiMrian, never doubt it, 

Have heard a B6okd6ll«r SO cruel say, 

« Pray, iW,^ of «^ M^*Am, hoxt long vcereyou about it?' ' 

Thou Beast ! amid tlii sons of Wisidom plac'd, 
^Who, times tvf old^ 4s weLl as modem, grac'd, 

Couldst thou noiciUcfa a portion of their fire ? . 
Rolls not thme leje vpou their works each day I 
And canst thou, from them, nothing bear away. 

To lift thy hog-like soul above the mire ? 

Sore troubled by the tooth-ach, Lubin ran 
To get the murd'rer of his^uiet dr-awn; 

An Artist in a nfititltte Vlnps it Out — 
^' Well, Master Snag — hae ? what has to pay ?"-— 
^^ A shilliiig"-^" Younds ! a shiDing do ye zay J»» 

Wfth a long ^tai-img face, replies the Lout. 



^< Lord ! why fee 4i# nO< vect i^*— Mwas /wr^ t« »/ ; ' 
^' You tiiM»9 ye wwft't «boiit i^ haff ^ minujte : , 

" To gee zo muck Ize cursedly unwilling— 
*' Lord ! Tor a tooth, but yesterday old Slop 
<^ Did drag me by theliead about his shop 

^* Three timesy poor man, and only ax*d a shilling J** 



SON a - 

HOW chang'd is my Celad^^v's heart ! \ ■ ' 

How alter'd each look of the sw^in ! 
Now sullen he wishes to part, 

Wko call'd me the|7re^V{f ^A^p^d/^. 

Of late with what ardour he strove f 

Ev'ry hour that was mine to beguile ! 
How he griev'd if I doubted his love ! ■ 

And how blest if he gain'd but a smile J 

To 
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To me he deroted his days, 

And raptur'd on me was his tongue ; 
Thus Morning arose on his praise. 

And Evening went down on his song. 

Let me steal to the desert and die, 
Nor wound with reproaches his ears ; 

My reproof shall be only a sigk^^ 
My complaint^ but the sUence of tears. 



EPIGRAM. 

SEE Clodio, happy in his own dear sense ! 
And, hark! the world cries, '^ Coxcomb in th* 
excess :" 
Now let me undertake the Fop's defence— 
What man could erer be content with ksif 



ANACREONTIC. 
TO SYLVIA. 

HOW canst thou smile at my despair, 
And bid me other nymphs adore ? 
^hew me a girl but half so fair, 
• And I will toubie thee no more. 

Bide then that neck, and Kp, and eye. 
Since tiius resolv'd to seek pursuit ; 

For LoTE will follow, like the fly, 
That always ^eeks the/afre*^ fruit . 



LtSBTTA. 



riwDktiiKSM 345 



LISETTA. 

IN the name of the great God of Lovcy hpw shall I 
dispose of myself? Which of my swains inaftt 
vreax the willow ? 

O Virgins ! tell njkc how to ch^ose^ 

F6r I'm a novice on it ? 
Poor Colin at a distance wooes, 

And sends his soul in sonnet; 

While LuBiN to no forms a slave, 

Won't stay to write for blisses ; 
But prints upon my mouth,,^ the knare^ 

His wishes with his kisses. 

If LuBiN seize a rude embrace, 
And I begin to clatter ; 
^ The rogue stares gravely in my face, 
And asks me what's the matter ? 

Of kisses lately he stole 7/ir«?^^- 

I shriek'd with might and main : 
** Since you don't like them," pert qiioth he, 

". Lord I take them back again." . 

,*^ No, no, J won't," says I, <^ keep oflT^ 

" They please me muchy" I swore— 
<^ Oh, is it so ?" . cry'd he, ^* enough ; 
*^ Then^ Miss, you wish for more,*' 

Poor Colin turns, if I but frown, 

AH white as any fleece is I 
XtJBiN would give me a green gown, 

And rummage me to pieces. 

voL.m z Tht 
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T7i^ one^ so meek and complaisaaty 
Ail silence, awe, and wonder ; 

The other^ impudcBce and rmiit, 
And boist'rous as the thunder. 

This begs to press my finger'd tip. 

So bashful is my lo?er ; 
TTuU savage bounces on my lip^ 

And kisses it all oyer. 

O Moiy^Sfr, thou art so sweet 1 
. Not wild, anid boM, and teasing^ 
And yet each lister Irymph I nteet 
Thinks boldness not unpleasing. 

This is aw^icked world 1—0 dear! 

And wickedness is in me— 
Though Modesty's so sweet, 1 fear 

That Impuj>£nc£ will mn me. 



CORIN'S PROFESSION. 



•OR 



THE SONG OF CONSTANCY. 

NOW, Joan, we are married — and now^ let me say. 
Though both are in youth, yet that youth will 
decay : 
In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I suppose^ 
We shall oft meet a bramble^ and sometimes a rose. 

When a cloud on this forehead shall darken my day^ 
Thy sunshine of sweetness jnust smile it away ; 
And when the dull vapour shall dwell upon thine, 
^T^ chase it the labour and triumph be mine. 

Let 



Let ns wish not for wealthy' to devour and consume ; 
For luxury's but a short road to the tomb : 
Let us sigh not for grandeur, for trust me, my Joan^ 
The kceuest of cares owes its birth to a throne. 

Thou shalt milk our oi?^ cow ; and, if Fortune pursue^ 
In good time,, with her blessing, mj Joan may milk 

tzco : 
I will till our small field, whilst fhj prattle and song. 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughshare alo&g^ 

When finish'd the day, by the fire we'U regale, 
And treat our good neighbour at eve with our ale ^ 
For, Joan, who would wish for ieifonl^ to lire t 
One blessing of life, my dear girl, is to ^ive* ^ 

E'en the red-breast and wren shall not seek us in TtiBy] 
Whilst thou hast a crumb, or thy Corin a grainy 
Not only their songs >yill they pour from the groT^ 
But yield, by example, &weet iesiooB of Iotc. 

Though thy beauty must fade, yet thy youth I'll xe^ 

member ; 
That thy Mai/ was my own, when thou shewest Zfe* 

cember ; 
And when Age to my Aeac? shall his- winter impart;^ 
The summer of Love shall reside in my Jieart, 



ODE 

TO 

UGLINESS^ 

DAUGHTER of Hecate, thou'rt undone f> 
Joy to my soul, thine empire falls : 
No more, thou hobbling, envious Cronc^ 
Thy pow?r the female world appalls. 

Z 2 With 
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With Bmiles the Queen of Love appears^ 
No longer trembling for the Graces ; 

No more thy rude attack she fears, 
On faultless forms, and fairest faces. 

Bkautt will never lose her prime, 
Nor mourn her losses as of yor.e ! 

Defeated, too, thy brother Time, 

The Gob of wrinkle wounds no more. 

See Ajse display her iv'ry rows ! 

Her lip preserves its purple bloom ! 
Her bosom heaves with Alptne snows. 

And kisses breathe the rich perfume ! 

The furro^vM cheek, and hoary head^ 
No longer now, as usual greet ; 
, And, what our Grandmothers all dread, 
The nose and chin no longer meet. 

Time's pow'r the good oW Grannies brave^ 
And, ogling,, dart, their am'rous fire ; 

Decline with graces to the grave. 
And with the blush of health expire / 



THE 

TRAVELLER and JUPITER. 

WHAT wicked thousands sooner w^ould affront 
(Such is of sin the wonderful increase) 
The Heavn's Eternal Ruler— fie upon't— > 
Than one poor brainless Justice of the Peace; 

Or Country 'Squire, who nothing knows but doxies^ 
Hares^ Acts of Parliament, hounds, horses^, foxes I 

- . ' . ■ "Nay, 
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Nay, further— which should scarcely be repeated— 
(Aqd, oh ! that groundless were the Poet's fears!) 
God by his own sad servants is 'iporse treated^ 
' Worse than oar Country Gentlemen by theirs* 

Ask of the Bishops eise^ whose hum))le souls 
Sweet Mercy, melts, and Charity eontroulsr 
To cheat the Dev4, at times, I've no objection ; 
Not Ileav'n ! 'tis such a vHlainous reaction I 

A certain Traveller, in ancient days^i 

When gods and goddesses were thick as hap9^ 

Wishing^ as he was beating the highways, 
For something dainty to amuse his chops ^ 

Knelt dpwn to Jupitsb, and thus began^ t 
'' O Jupiter, as I'm an hcuiest many 

" I'll keep my word, if thou wilt grant my pray*t» 
" Amidst my triivels, let me something find — 
'^ Little or much, g.ood^ bad, of any kind^ 

^ I vow to, thee, thy gOdship half ahiil sharp.** 



Tlien- with grave sanctity he thumped his craw ; 
Much as to say, " Great Jove, my word* aire law 



» 



He had not walk'd a mile, before he found. 

A handsome bag of filberts on the ground ; 

At sight of which, his lips with rapture smacking, 

Plumb down he sq^uats, and faJls-at once to cracking. 

To cut my story short, hecrack'd and^at 
From cv'ry nut cjich atom of the meat ; 

When gravely gathering up the shells he crihs^ 
^' Jove, sacred have 1 kept my word— tor see^ . ., 
'' The belter half indeed I leave to thee^ 
" The shellsy Q mighty Ruler of ti^e skies i 

'' There are they all, great Joyi>— survey *^em r \ 
*' Shauld'st thou siisgcct my honour — ixeigti *em /'* 

Z a SONG. 
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SONG. 



HTTIE wretch, O let me neyer know, 
A Who turns from Pity's fearful eye j 
Who melts not at the dirge of Woe, 
But bids the soul renew its sigh ! 

O say not with the voice of scorn, 
^' The lillies of thy neck are fled,. 

^' Thine eyes their vanish'd 'radiance moun^ 
^^ The roses of thy cheek are dead." 

Too cruel Youth, with tears I own 

The rose and lily^s sad decay : 
And sorrowing wish for thee alone^ 

Their transient bloom a longer day. 

Tet though thine eyes no longer trace 
The healthful blush of former charms j 

Kemember that each luckless grace,. 
O CouK^ faded in th^f arms I 



ODE 

TO MY GOOD FRIEND 

THE MOST MERCIFUL JUDGE . 

O— — , -whose fair heart so full of love, " » 
Melts, snow-like, on the rictim void of hope; 
Whose conscience stretches like the softest glove. 

To save the sighing culprit from the rope I. 
To tkeey in Virtite'* stoutest armour, strong. 
Permit thy friend and Bard to pour the song. 
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O let us drag thfe .foes of man to day, 
And haBg them like /% rats'^ upon oui^ lay^ 
Mard'rers that strike the cheek of Horrou pale ! 
Whose morals give contagion to a jaiL 

Illumin'd, ah ! too oft by Fortune's rays, 
A pigmy wretch is shewn in yon huge Housef : 

Just as the solar microscope displays 
A mite, a flea, a bug, a dirty louse. 

A JuDG^ mmf rise, despising Nature's groan r 
A TJUain, in damnation sunk so deep ; 

That Vice, black Vice, shall ne'er be idle known^ 
But whence fur-clad monster, falls asleep ! 

Just as th e hackney. coachmen curse aloud 
Kind Sol, who dissipates a threatening cloud, 
Dark-hov'ring, ^wishing much his power to show^ 
And bid his deluge drown the world below ; , 

Just as the restless demon of the night 
Lours on the maiden-blush of orient light. 

And skulks into the charnel's murky shade ; 
A Judge mmf rise, whose scowl shall curse the s.mile 
Of Justice, who so long has blest our Isle, 

And strike with ruffian fist the heav'nly Maid. 

Where is the Judge, in murder only brave, 
Whose soul delights to feed the gaping grave : 
Who on the convict's pale cheek feasts his eyes ; 
Whose heart-felt sounds are Hope's expiring sighs / 



I Where is. the happy Patron of the ropff, » 

' Whose eyes on seas of blood would gladly ope ; 

Fresh hecatombs of carnage, every morn ; 

Whose ear could live on Virtue's deepest groan ; 

Stretch ev'n to pain to catch her last faint moan, 
I ' Poor writhing wreteh, by every torture torn ? 

» Hereby hangs a pr«tty ule* 
t Wesiminitcr Hall. 
t There's 
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There's no sucli damned JcDOS-^ii.t latme saj^ 
So foul a spirit tna^ disgrace the day. ' « 

Where is the Judge, whp 'midst his shrinking rale^ 

W<«lks forth, ah ! not to hear the turtle's tele ; 

But with a happy, keen, and sparkling: ^yei . 

To see the kite with fnry sweep the sky ; 

Now iu his iron talons bear along 

The lark which charm'^d the seas<m with bis song ^ 

To sttch Dame Nature never yet gave birth-« >^ 
But such a miscre^at vile, mag curse the earth* 

Where is the Jubge, who courts the gloom of night; 
Charjn'd with the awl's and bat's and beetle'^s flight, 

And sees with joy the spectred hand |)ass by ^ 
Wjth rapture listens to their piteous wtiilj 
Noi4r follows hard to catch -the mournful tale, 
^ And sorrows when the phantoms 'scape his ey^ ? 

A Judge, like thtSy to l)id poor Nature mourn^ 
Was never ^eiy thauk heav'n I but mi^ be born« 

Where is the Judge who walks the foaming shore 
At midnight, 'midst the ruthless tempest*s roar, 

When Fate and Horrou ride the thund'ring DfiEi^i 
Who for the cormorant's broad pinion sighs. 
To mingle with the tujnujt ol the skies,. - 

And join the whirlwind's wild resistless sweep, j 

To horer o'er the darkcif d semie of d^atlr,. 
And triumph in the seaman's- shrieking breaitk ; - 

Charm'd with each mountain surge, forjife th^t ravps j 
Charm'd as the arm of Fate, with. cruel shock,. 
Heaves the huge vessel on the groaning rock. 

And rends it piece-meal, n^idst a world of waves ? 

** There's no such man, nor ever was,"' you try r 
Sweet Judge !' dear doy£.}ike ■ ■■■ { so say /; > 
Hut tnatf there not a dev'l like this appe$ir ? 
liiFE deals in monsters much too oft, I fear ! ^ 

ODetosc^ 
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Q Dfiicoir^ parent of iQimortalmen^ 
O should thy beauteous bosom prove a den ; 
To hold and suckle such an Imp of shame ; 
r Know, to the Poet though thou gayest birth^ 

i With soul^fek ardour will I wish thy death, 

j Renounce thy blasted loil^ and change my naaie^ 



Syltia. 

DASHWOOD, I dislike.your jokes on Matrnndny; 
you posses too much sense to treat with so much 
levity a state which the'first Philosophers hold Daered. 
But your jest m%^i not be spared, though ruin be the 
consequence. After all your pretty professions, I am 
not now certain that your passion is sincere-*how aoa 
I to be convinced I 

DjSBWOOIh 

Fie^ fie, thon ^banning infidel !*o»liffteiu 

SONG. ' 

DEAR girl, I'm up to ears in lore ! 
The fact, a thousand follies prove ; 

Yes, yes, ^ I feel the dart ! 
WelH'now I'm wounded, give the cure; 
Thou'rt not a cruel girl, I'm sure. 

So try' to ease the smart. 

<^ Lord bless As ! it is all a He," 
I hear thee with emotion cry, 

f^ I'm sure there's nothing in't :" . 
Indeed there is, I'm sore afraid,, 
Nay, take the symptoms, sceptic Maid, 

That make It plain as print. 

The 
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The instant that I ^e thee coniUig^ 

My heart against my ribs keeps drummini^ 

As if to caper out ^ 
To make his cong^ at thy feet, - 
Pronounce himseit' tlty $lave so sweety 

And light for thee fo iiout* 

From those dear Kps, delicioue bliss^ 
If saucy coxcombs' steal a kiss, 

My eyes so jealous roil : 
Aside, I call the piippiea liames, 
My heart is \£tna-like in ilames,. 

Consuming to a coal. 

1 cannot beav take «/ffMr; .\ "^ 

I yawn, I sigjb^ I g?4>e, I gyow^r 

A«d writhe as if wiii^ pm : 
t Now on a sadden seiabe athook^ , 
Just half a minute kt ii look'^ ' 

Then fling it down again- 

Kow ruminating wikl^ I walk, 
Nod to myself, and smile, and talk : 

NowiimitMiiBwdiisgriMt; . < 
Now sit, jump up — now stare, now wink^ 
On some deep problem sc^ifi to think- 
Now vacant as a post., 

Now seize the violin^ andscfatch 
A half a glee, or half a icatch ; 

Now snatch the bnuUi, and paint : 
NofT fling it downy, and sie»e the fliite^ 
Now hum an air divine, now hont^ . 

To make poor Mimie feint', . ^ 

Now full resolv'd to visit thee,j 

To take a social cup of tea, . " * 

And give my heart a plaster ; 
I draw my watch, not over cool. 
Call him a little limping fool, 

And bid him travel faster,. 



Now 



l^€fw fbuMliiig rMind the ro*m^ kere, therc^ 

Jtfjt6^lk>dfny^t, andsw«ar,' 

Aud wish him damn'd, and dead ; 
^ow ragidg tlNMii my inmost soul, 
I roar, '^ What thief my hat hath stole ?" 
TkeA fiBd it oft -my head. 

Nay, nay, I'd mat^r^ thee^ my dear— 
Lp¥£'« «yiii|>toas now loopiain appear ; 

There's no-body c^n miss it : 
Yet if these «y«)ptoms are not lore^. 
And this th^ paftsioa fail to prove, 

Why, wli*t the devil is it? 

O that 1 did not love thee, girl, 

And that my head, in this wild whir!, 

Could keep a little steady ! 
But 'tis ia vain, alas I to preach ; 
I>ike drowQXJUg boys, I've lost my reach 

My sense is gone alrieady. 

Yet Sylvia, know, the single elf 
Has only one to serve — viz. Setf^ 

But wh6n be takes a tw/e, 
A hundred inaHers thea appear ; 
And what is very hard ray dear. 

His slavery lasits fi>r life. 



HYMN. 

TO , 

THUS sung the Bard of old, and deemed no f oof, 
^' Sweet are the uses M Adversity ;" 
A Dame who kicketh from your rump your stool, 

And^ s^%g^ ahowctb not one grain of mercy Vye I 
..-:. r' Bids 
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Bids all j-our fancied-dearest friends iurn tail; 
\Greets with wir'd whips, and blesses with a jail. 

Mistress of this wisdom-tea^hiug pain, 
With Pillory, Gibe£t, Famine, in thy train, 

Go knock, God bless thee, knock at other's doors ; 
By all my fav'rite gods of prose and rhyme, 

1 feel not fhy philosophy sublime — 

Go, seek tlie zealot who thy stripes implores. 

Go, thunder on anoiher^s house thy strife ; 
Snatch from a husband's happy arms a wife ; 

Blot frojm his soul each giimm'ring ray of hope j 
Rack all his lovely daughters with disease : 
Poison his sons, and, more thy rage to please, 

Present the fainting father with a rope. 

But let me keep wife, children, peace^ and land^ 
And learn thy lessons all at second hand* ' 

My taste is dull — yes, vastly dull indeed ! 

I hate to see a brother mortal bleed— 
I hate to hear a gentle Nature groan,^- 

And, Goddess, more especially mj^ own. 

Yes, yes, Ilcav'n knows,' my taste is more confined; 
Prefers the Zephyr to the howling wind; ' 

Prefers too,, such my star's unlucky blunder, . 
Cm hour^s bright calm to months of cloud and thunder. 

Thou possibly may'st'be a good physician, 
But certes dost not know my weak condition* 
Blisters, and scarifying, and spare diet. 
Would set my nervous system in. a riot ; 
Rich cordial drafts^ would answ^er best, I trow, 
Made up by Messieuiis Hammerslex and Co, 

Thine iron scourge would really act in vain, 
$0 apt am I to make wry mouths at pain ; 
^ At disappointment much inclined to tiioan. . 
/• ' ' Wheneyar 
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That w^thiOQc'ii nAtibr«:SQ. mucli.cUs^Ke, 

Mediiaks 'twere bet^itliejnsrere let alone. • «. 

To tumble from a house, or from a tow'r, 

And break a luckless brace of legs and arms^ 

Would make one look most wiserabfjf sour; 

Yet are there men^ \f ho deem all these no harms* 

Then seek them, GonoKss-^souse them on the stoile^ 
And for thfjir goodl^ comfort, crack their bones. 

If in a ©c/Z-stuflT'd coach, well overset, 
A broken Icgf a^d thigh, and arm, I get, 

I am not, I confess, of thatpnrje (eaten, 
To crawl out on my hands and kneeef, and saj, 
Cr race-like,. '' For M'hat t haro recei?*d this daj^ 
, " I humbly thank thcd, Oanoat gfaclofts beaY> !•* 

,0 Mistress »f the terrifying mien, 

rTh&boatswiaiii's dcfep<^toa'dvoic/3and bvawliyarin^ 
O be not within leagaes'^i Petes seen ; 

Thy cat-o'-nine tails cannot, cannot charm* 

A stupid scholar, Gon^ESs, I shall be ; . . 
Thy.xAu^^ejiB9Liym sirsi, ^Go deep for file- 

Yes, 3iflAD^5i, you are fdosublhne a.Dame 
For Petee's company, I speak with shame—^ 

A little winning uenck contenteth ttie^ 
^Clep'd Fortune, a good-natur'd smiling lass, 
Who constant lighfe my pipe, and fills my gla35, 

And makes my ev'ry day a Jubilee. 

This is the swtjet com{«mioh foir my money ; - 

Such is the little Syren I desire— 
Thou art all gall, and she all milk and honey ; 

'Tis at a distance I must thee admire. 

A hawk-like appetite, and empty platters, 
The bleak wind whistling through^ coat in tatters^ 
Viih. III. A a Th* 
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The flight of fancied friends^ a foe's abiiset/ 
Are things for which my bowels do not yearu ; 
For rotme, Madam, &' 1 can discern . 

One atom of their several earthly uses. 

^loBALiTY ipay wear a ruffle shirt, 

J really think, and not his conscience hurt^- 

MoaALify may als6 like nice picking : ' 
For since the great All- wise has giv'n us fowls^ 
Mankind were certainly a set of owls, 

To dare to place damnation in a chicken. 

Morality, I ween, may ^o well drest : 
Keep a good fire, and live upon the pest ; 

Throw by his wheeUbarrow, and keep a carriage ; 
Visit the Op'ra, Masquerade, and Play ^ 
•D^ink Claret, Burgundy, Champagne, Tokay : 

Get Mty thousand w ith a girl in marriage. 

Xo eat. from splendid plate, or homely manger, |^ 
li^ethinks the soul is just mequ$d danger. 

Besides^ His late^ O GT>j>nESs, in the dlay-^ 
I^fn not a subject fit for thee 10 flay ; 

To speak the truth, my ner?es too nicety feel^^ 
Go, searcl^ the motley mixture of mankind ; * 
£omc young enthusiast wild, thou soon'mayst find, 

Proud of thy whips, and glad to grace thy wheel. 

So great for my own person is my love. 

And hard thy lessons, I can^t now begin Vw— . 

Besides, as I have hinted just abovc^^ 
VA rather read of battles tha^i he in 'em» 
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SONG TO SAPPHO. 

AT length, O fairest Nj^mph, farewell f 
Let sighs.alonq my passion tell; 
With tears I quit thy wNtifr ; 
Adieu each eve of pure delight ; 
Adieu each morn with rapture bright y 
Adieu thy brighter charms ! 

Where'er by Fate condemn^ to stray^ y 
Where Phgbbus pours the golden day, 

Or sleeps benefttb the wave, 
Thme image will my path pursue^ 
And ever present on my View, 

Detain me still a slare. . 

In Tain I roam — I strive in Tain 

To break, O beauteous Maid, thy chain I 

Yet why my fetters part ? 
Ev'n now thy sighs, my sighs approTe ; 
Ev'n now thy love, returns my loTe, 

And yields me heart for heart ! 



INVOCATION 

TO 

ST. CECILIA. 

' ON A LADY SINGING* 

DE55CEND5 O Goddess, from thy sphere, 
And listen to a British Maid : 
A sweeter Sappho warbles here, 

Than chana'd of yore the Lesbian shade. 

A a 2 Y<ft 



Yet not like Sappho's mourns her stmin ; 

Alas ! with L^vb^s desponding £igh^ 
T9 Delia's bea\ity bowft each swain, 

And owjis. the triumph of her e^^e. 



JDEATH - 

' ' ' ■ or A I • • • 

iimiCAL FIUEND. 

A PASTOKA^ SlrK^X. . 

HOW blest were the Nymtphs and the Swaxn» 
When LycidAs join'd in the so^g ^ 
The chief And the pride of the plains^ . . - 

Who led all the FLCAaujiE^ along I 

Of laicy not a ^ky was feip, 

Not a grove gate a tnnstcal sound i 
The breeze seemM a «%h of despair^ ' 

And FrrY Sat mute on the ground. 

But Nature (how sudden the change !) 
At the presence of Lycidas ^mU'd— 

Health was see» t&ioiigh the walk/ ta range^ 
And an Eden sprung up from the wild ! 

Th^ throstle was he^rd in the shade^ 

The linnet enltren^d the gtore, 
And Echo, long Uanitth'd, sweet MAi^y 

Returned with her. stories of Lo«^. 

Yps, each scene at his presence was glad, 
That so lately with sorrow was rent^ 

And the voice of the Mocrnpr- so sad 
Was lost Sn the songs of Coi«T£NT^ 
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Jast able to crawl o'er the ttjle,* , 

And doGOD'd, ah ! to labour no more, 
Age would crawl from his cot with a smile, 

And a blessing to leaje at his .door. 

But the Shepherd for erer is gone— » 

Hark ! his knell, how it saddens the gale ! 

Joy dies,, and our pastimes are iiown : 
Fate envies the smiles of our Tale» 

Now let Mirth from each hamlet retire ' 

To the region of silence and gloom s 
Sure his death' must our sorrow inspire, 

Since the Virtues, will weep, at his tombw 



APOLLO 

TO THft ; 

ANACREONTIC SOCIETVy 

AT THE CROWN AND ANCHOlt. 

YE sons of Af^ACREON, listen awhile;; 
*'Tis A POLIO, your friend, that sends greeting—* 
Of your pleasures, we Gons are in love with the stiflcj 
And are mad to he dOwn at your meeting. 

Father' Jove with your sounds is so wbndrously^lea&'^d, 
That he swears at our Jietts and our sharpn! 

With the squaRs of each Muse he'll no longer beteas-'d^ 
So commands me to break up their harps. 

He has qwite ^ut a stop to poor Mo#fus'8 fun. 

And forbid his jeux (P esprit tofloir; 
Thus our club is knocX'd up, because we're outdone 

By the mirth of you mortals below. 

A a S Then 
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Tben* accept my potitidn-— a wisb most auiccre;^ 
Let me join as the Laureate yourthroag ; 

Though I cannot^ like Imclsaoit, rarish your ear^ ' 
I can giva^ you a pvetty good tomgm. 

As for example: 

SONG RY APOLLO. 

A p-x oivall sMprew— on happiness 8eize«-» 
Care, avaunt! nor our pleasures alloy ; 

Since JoTf has gi?'n passions and objects to plci^sey 
The meaauii^ is^' Mortak 9f{jpif* 

Joi^B's a God of ten thonsand-^he Monarch^ I know^ 
Loves his battle, girl,' song, and a jest ; 

Has a monstrous regard for choice spirils below^. 
And is charm'd wlien his creaHures-^u'e blest.. 

But lie's vex'd when a fool takes it into his heady 
That he's tot'tyH hu meddles "with fieasurey 

And thittk^, too^ the fellow confouncied Ui^bredy 
To rejuite w^t^ he ((tfiirs. the trea&iure.. 

When a Zealot has iuni?d up tbe whites ofkiseyes^ 
fc With ioii|;phiz, and a purkan strain,. .- 
. I have seen ihe Qop laugh, and in fun, from tike skki^ 
Make up mai^hs at (Jhe Mockhead, ai^ain.^ 

r 

, 'Then pttsk round the bottle— 4et each f^ve his soag ;. 
Wit, Humo«f, and Friendship, attendus; 
Ali4 iwhiist £i>jr enjoy meuf our passions are strong^ 
Let us ask «ot his Qojdshi^ to mend us*. 

Thus we'll cevelj. till Mo&NiNa peeps into aur^ksf. 
Then to scenefi of new rapture remiirc ; . ' 

To embrace with deve^tion a wife or a l«iss, 
And be blest en^ the baswa of Lovjeu. ^ 

6DE: 
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ODE 

lUNDSOME WIDOW. 

SEE yonder cloud, tliat mopes with mournful shade^ 
Black, black') ^ though it aeTcr would be bright I 
Sol, Uk^ a bridegrooitt come«, a jovial blade, 

Clasps her with warmth, and,lo ! her darkness, Light I 
The dress of Cloui> soon alters I for, behold, 
Her gloomy fables change to piak and gold ! 

Daughter of sorrow, thus perchaunce *twill be. 
If I mistake nat Nature, soon with tkec. 

Paie as the pale rain'^lo^ed Kly^s look, 
And languid as the willow a'er tlie Iwook, 

Exalt once more that drooping form to jo^^ 
Too long the lute of Woe, with dying sound!, . 
And melting lullaby thine eye hath drown'd ; 

The trump of laughter should his voice employ ; 

The sprightly F»»dle rouse^ his sister Dance, . 
And bid thy cold heart glow with Lovs's rcnnanee. 

Thy lifted eyes too eioquenili^ mounr. 

Deep-swimming in the silent fount of tears! 

And then, thy ?oice fto musically ku'n, 
Accusing Fate's too crueiy ct^uel sheers, 

Wakes all the soft emotions of my heart, 

That sympathimg Mn would mij^ih iMpart. 

But geief l6i Spouses lasts not Ladies Jong : 

Yet y^ry poignaai'— yes, though shorty 'tis stnyng^. 

'^-' - Whctt 
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VHicn first the best of husbands breathes his Islst : 
And if his all be left tliem !— what a steim 
Of sighs and tears their beauty to Seform ! 

Grief seems as ever he wouid ride the blast. 
Yet soony 'tis said, the winds of Woe are still ; 
And tears, from torrents^ sink a prattling ritU 

Think what a pair ofsparkling eyes are thinty 
And do not drown their Cupids in the brine ; 
. And think too on thy pretty dimpled cheek-— 
Think of thy flaxen hair, whose beauties flow ♦ 

In broad luxuriance o'er thy breast of snow ; 
And think too of that soft and polish'd neck. 

Think of thy Hj^s, that kisses can impart^ 
So ready from th^ir ruby beds to start t 

Thus speak those lips, ^^ We will be kiss'd again.'^ 
And in the ^ame sweet fascinating strain, 

Thy polish'd bosom says, *' luiU be press'd ;'* 
And then thy cheek, the loveliest of oar isle, 
Exclaims, " I will resume the cheerful smile, 

^^ My bloom ^Aa// make some future loyer blest,'^ 

O listen to thy locks from fashion hurl'd-— 

^' JS^e will look christian -like— we will be curl'd j 

<< We zoillnot imitate a cow's strait tail:'*' 
And then, thy all-subduing taper waist^ 
So full of rich desires^ and then so chaste^ 

While others are so oiarveliously/ra&r-* 
<^ I will he clasp'd hy some smart swain, I say,. 
<< Nx)t, like a cabbage-stalk, be fl.ung away »" 

Thy heart too speaks! " Though noxcy alasl forlorn^ 
^^ There seems no reasom for eternal sighing : 

^^ Owl-like, a little let me mope and mourn, " 
" But nat be ^rer swelling*, groanii^^ dying.**' 

*' Hark! 
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Hark! from tfcy ba«i^ vliifib (JHm *»t IriWdieit 

wring*^ . ' 
^^ Qifer mey(tL ^g^rx^rieB) another ring,** > ' 
Oh! canst tkott bear it on saoh visheS'dffeH^ 
Aivi j»^ot iAdiiIg/» it with a bagaidk f . ^ . 

Daughter of Grief, then hamper not thy charm^ 
Who, really gifiwa rebellious, pant for arm» ( 

Give way thea to tlie roring mttiaoen-*- . . v 
And 8l|€|«l4a tfaiw J8»y^ L«rd I wha wiU M» 'em mf*^ 
Trust me, /'/{ entertaiii ^em, eT'ry mMi^^ 

Mtf bojsom'&ope&toiltt pictty Seamu 
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?«ter descantdh on^he precanousness of Life, wisheth to he at Ki# 
own dUpowl, and sbeweth no objection to «i tmeniatm ^ 

Nature. . - . . . 

AH!! Jliii MtrnroiidM » y^iM. of ttid miAapa I 
Beset with Oi^A^rK^ft^iiiCbaifortalilfi tci^ I - 
^ liard «q^«6iif4>if e sometimet get aw»y -t» ^ridiiafl i 
Now half the body's la 4;he spitefol gin^ . '^* 

'And now the unlucky tall, to make us grin, 
'So Hum ire dare n«t call our soak our own* 

I do not like l^ntoYr— I hate C0!fttrpul~ 
JoTE ! give me the fee simple of my soul ; 
Around thii^ systeal let me range at ease, 
To stay, or quit it, whraisoe'er I plieasa^. • ^ 

Amid the wonders of Criiation's field, 
Strange ! that Existence should to trifles yield ! 

Behold that promising Herculean Boy : 
A Zephyr on his infant cradle blows ; 
Lo \ out at once Life's little candle goes, 

The flame too of a parent's hope and joy. 

^ ' Thua 
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Th«$ sliall ihe poor 'mean soiitaty trow 

Kiliy in the acoru's kind protecting ceil, 
The small oak-embryo, that had'meck'd ike stormy 

And smiled upon the sulphur'd flash of hell^; ^ • 
Had pnshM its roots where Kaath's deep c<*iitre Kcf^ j 

And with' its tow'rin;; branches brav'd the skies^ I 

'Tis a strung^ wi§f Jd we live tb, ' ta be sn«B ;[ ' '■ 
A world of wounds, i feair^ without a tnre t . 
' DaMS Natvex f etniff a! iad aniratural Moiher f ' 
Methinks 'tis hard, one aniyiai should die^ ^ 

Groan ont his test, and ener dobe. his eye, . 
To treat with, life and rosy, health another. 

'Tis strange indeed ! jet fni^ , though passing strange ; 
Where'er the foot or eye of i^ui can range, 

This munching, mad, ^fbirbimng systea^ reigns I 
Q .could our mortal palate feed on rosety 
jiks on their dainty essence feed our noses, 

ThiB world wer6 then a pleasurable scene* . 

^Tis niurder, murder, isow^ froti» toojnr t^ nlght.l • 

Look at a natplis act that^yieldir deii^ht-*^ . . j.. 

The Ploughsaan toiling through his, £Ulow'4'gtOttad : 
Happy he turns the glebe for vegetation-T? - 
Yet in this- act how many a hairmless nation; 

Of worjns, poor reptiles,, feel the griniiiiig liOQQd^lf 
Whilst rooks, and crows, and magpies, hop behind, . { 

Alert and greedy, gobbling all they find t . 'i- c • . -I | 

r ' ' . i 

That 'tis a good world cannot be contende4rii ' 

I wish 'twere mended^ , , 



OSGAR« 
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i OSGAR'S PRJYER. 

I 

ELFRID) thie beautiful daughter of Oscar, was a 
captiTi^ amongst the Druids, and designed as a 
I fiacrifice to the gods. -^Amidst a, .stonn of thunder and 

Jightniog, hie ^es to the Druid mouMtain, in order to 
procure, by his supplications, and an oiler of his own 
life on the altar, his daughter's liberty. ' 

OSGAB. 

Vc winds^ that warring thus, around me rage, 

Cease your rude thunders on the wretch who dies ; 

Poor iar thifc triumph o'er desponding Age, 
Whose energy is only'in Jiis sighs! 

Ve forked lightnings Hiat around me flame, 

Ye mark two languid eyes, that weep and pray ; 

Once, once, like you, high-kindling shone their beam^ 
'Till Time, and dark Misfoutunb, dimm'd their ray. 

Forbear, alas ! to thwart my way forlorn. 
Wet with the iialiing tears of fondest love ; 

For /i/e, I hear a captive Daughter mourn, 
And court 'Compas^sion from the Druitl grove. 

My feebly bending form, and scanty hair. 

Grown whfte with grief,my tender cause should plead; 

Wake a sfnali pity ou my deep despair, 
And hid the Druids stay the bloody deed. 

If, on their hearts, my sorrows nought avail, 
What, without Elfaid, lifc^ poor life, endears? 

Then kill mc-*-then 'tis Meucy lulls the wail * 

Of one who counts the moments by his tears; ^ 

To 
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^CEii« df htgli knowledge, k>! a gflef«wof?ti Hiati, '. ' 
Whose only daughter i& his soul's delight i 

F»r her a father woe-begone and waA, ^ 

With horror darkens ei'eE the shade ol B%bt» ' 

Fathers of -virtue, why this long delay ? 

lead your willing Tlctim to the shrine : 
Quick let me close these eyes upon the day, 

That, Elfruo, light inay beam for years on thine. 

Hasie with the. knife of fate, jfi Druid bands ; 

And thus, jay daughter's prison-door unbar : 
Forbear to bind with cords my wither'd hands— ^ 

To struggle were with Elfkid's life to war* 

.■ ^ 

Her eye will drop a pearl on Qsgai?.?^ tombj 

Her sighs be balm where'er my urn is.)ai4i^* 
.Tho9e let her give, and I will bless my dooax ? 

1 ask no happier offering to my shade. 

Fathers of knowledge, why this iang Ma}r ? . 

Speak, am I not a victim for yon sphere ? ' 
When fcom yo^ir holy mandates did I stsa^. 

And drew from Virtue^s wounded eye the tear I - 

Whela did I cease jour temples to adoreii . - . 

Or view'dunaw'd^he .Druids ancient fifre ? ' # 

These rocks, these id^s, ] cottfesstd their. paw? r^ 
' And rev'rcnt sung their wonders to my lyre. 

When was the faith of Osg^ar known to foil ? 

What injur'd spirits of my slights complain? 
What spectre, 'miilst the- thunders of the gale^ 

On Ofi;c AR mournful calPd; and call'd vain ? 

Have 
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Slave I not walkM with maay a sheeted ghost, 
'Midst the dread aileuce of the midnight gloon; 

On moonlight mountains met the haggard host, '• 
IIow wild ! with All their horrors from the tomb ? 

iShmnk Pexury, as crawling from the grare, 

Ne'er left with sorrowing downcast eye my doorc 

Thanks to t]k» Ctbds, who wealth to^ OsoiAr gave, 
And taught its happf worth, to help the Poor. 

A-daughtet'«'f uptnas are my only boast! 

A ^v^oet simplicity, unspoiled by art: 
X<o, with my Elfub-'s Jifey a world is lost> 

AU^ all focsaikes aie, but a breaking htart* 

1^ spare the terrors of a blameless Maid ; 

And let mtf sufferings. hi^A^^ days prolong: 
O ! be these limbs along your altar laid ; 

O'er bleeding Osgar hymn the Yidlim's song. 
, « « . ' . 

IThe sigh that wafts the parting soul Uway, 

Retires from others with i^nwilling flight-^ 
With Joy, f/iy spirit shall desert its clay, 

And bless you'DkiiiDS for the crhel rite. 

Let not my Elfiliu see my blood-starn'd hail*. 

Nor cheek so pale, which saves her precious breath-;'' 

A scene so sad, her gentle nature spare: 

Her wounded heart, so soft^' wottld we6p 'to death. 

Yet would my Elfrid see no frown appear, ' ' 

As sullen, sorrowing for the >oss of life: 

I'll teach my languid «heek a smiie to wear, l 

And show its triumph in the tender strife. 

Enough of woe her drooping strength will prQTej ^ 

When cold beneath the lonely turf I lie: 

The bleeding hist'ry of a parent's lore * 
Will often dim the crystal of her eye. 

Vol.111. Bb Yq 



27Q PlKOA]lIX17A^ 

Ye Gods! Mrhen dead, penDit my ghost to roaai^ 

Peace to ker tiirtle bosom to impart ;^ 
To guard from pining thought her tender bloom, 

Andsoatchfrom Wo^s> o^ervkelnuiig fiood&henheait. 

Thus, thug, attendant be my watchful shade, 
Till &te, commanding, seal her dove-like eye - 

Then let me fondly chisp my darling Maid, 
And add another glory to yonr 9ky. 

O deal the blow, and £iiSiiii>^« form vekase! 

He fiaid— the melting Druids ^heard his pray'r !--«• 
Rever'd his virtnes, bade kim go in peace, 

Andio a fiither'SifiQndnessrgarQ the Favbu 



©EJLIA, 

A 

TJSTtmA'L SLE6K 

LO! the pride of the Tillage is dead! 
f Lo! UkQ bloom of our valei&no morei 
Now SoRiLow sks dumb in the shade, 
.Where JS'APTU&E oftxajH^l'd before. 

Like the Morn she^enliren'd thegroyes; 

Like the Suinmer, gave life to the swain ; 
For her smile was the!4»eat of the Lotes, 

And her voice the sweet song of the plaiai 

O Delia, divine is thy name! , 

Thy merits we alt shall revere; 
We shall dwell with delight on thy fame. 

And think of ihj loss with a tear. . 



r 



FllfpAKIAirA. tft 

Sv'h our children shall li^pan thy jnniiei' 

Their iiistro<;tres» shall Innocence be; 
Who their little ambition shall raise, • 

To refcmbic a Fah-^^ooe like Thee; 

Though lodg'd in a Church.yard so dreav, 

Witich the yew-tree surrounds with Us gloom |. 

Thy virtue a sun shall appear, 

And thy grace* be j^ow'r^ on. thy t<nDb« 



MADRIGAL. 

HOW sweet it every shepherd's 86ng! 
How fair the vows that load his tongue !> 
His soul with every sigh expires, 
His bosom flames with furious fiiret! 

This ev'ry day we ssem to see; 

But when win Love and Trutu agree? 

When spiders, for the harmless fly. 
In sUcnt ambush cease to lie ; 
When foxes keen with poultry p/ffj/, 
And from the lambkin run away^ 
Then may the world with w6nder see^ 
That Love and Truth at last agree. 



SONG, 
BY SYhVIA. 

WHEN first my Shepherd told his tale, 
He droopM and languished, look'd and sighM ^ 
*' Good llcav'n," thought 1, and then tnrn'd pale, 
" How often men for love have died!'* 

Bb2 Then 
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Then poodVing >ell, thought I a^aiii^ 
" 'Tis pitjr kill so sweet a swain!" 
. ■ • i 

With such a warmth ray hand he pcc&t^ 
My heart was fill'd with wild alarms, 
That bouncing, bouncipg at my breast, 

Cry*d, " Take poor Colin to your arms !** 
And then my tongue began its strain, 
** 'Tis pity kill so sweiJt a swain I" . 

Kow Wishes rise, his canse^ta plead, 

The mutineers^ in sancy bands, 
And roar, ^^ for shame to strike him dead, 

'' And have A.murder on your, hands!" 
*< Wishes, you're right," quoth I, " 'tis pldn-^ 
" What- then? fVhat then! I sav'd the straia." - 



ODE TO THE SUN. 

OTHOU, bright Ruler of the day. 
To whom unnumber'd millions pray. 
And, kneeling, deem thee all divine; 
Eternal foe of inky Night,, 
Who puttesf all h^r imps to flight, 
Receire the Poet's grateful line* 

I own I love thy early beam, 

That gilds the hill, .and vale, and streamy. 

And trees, and cots, and rural spires ;. 
And, happy, 'mid the vailies' song, 
I listen to the minstrel throng, 

And, thankfol^ hail thy genial fires« 

Yet, lo«r the Lords of this huge place * 
Care not three straws for thy bright face, 

• London. 
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Nay^ 



Nay, thy rich lamp with curses load; 
When thou gett'st up, they go to bed; 
And when the nightcap's on ihjf head, ^ 

Thei/ stare, aud flit like owit abroad*. 

Yes, yes, indeed they oft protest 
T^iat thou'rt a most intruding beast; . 

And, lo! in triumph thus they say^ 
^' Behold oar Navy, Britain's pride I. 
'* From pole to pole our vessels glide, 

" And sail as safe by night as day. 

<^ Want we a fruit, of flavour fine?'' 
£xc]aim the Great — ^' behold, the pino 

" Is better warm'd by coal and tan: 
^' Not* e'en tO' one exotic plant 
*^ The sun a perfect taste can grant — 

" Deny the stubborn. fa6t, who. can?'" 

The Foofmcn too, with M' inking- eyes, . 
Abuse thy journey up the skres; 
, Mcsiicurs Pobtillions, Mtsdamcs Cooks- 
Content to lie a-bed; all day, 
They hate, alas! thy 'risirig ray,, 
And curse thy all-obkciriug looks. 

Vex'd io; their houses to be driv'n. 

The Great retire from routs, their heav'n, 

And break up in a horrid passion, 
And cry, " In Umes of old^ indeed,,. 
The tastdcss icoridii. sun might need, 

" But now the fool is out of fashion. 

^^ About his business let him go, 

^ And light on otiuir systems throw, 

'^ Vulgar si that never wax-lights handle! 
'' Nay, while a mutton light remains^ 
'■^ A sun Willi us no credit gains, 

" But yields to CY'ryfai thing cahcUe.'^ 

Bb 3 THE 
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THE QUEEN OF FRANCITTO HER CHILDREN^ 
Just before her Execuiion, 
AN £L£vGJ.Aa BALLAD. 

FLOM my prison with J4>y ccnrld I go^ 
And with smiles meet the savage deccee^ 
"Were it only to^sleep from my woe, 
Since the grave holds no terrors for me. 

But from ifou, O my children, to part ! 

Oh ! a coward I melt at my doom ; 
Ye draw me to earth, andmy heart 

Sighs for life, and shrinks back from the toH^k. 

List, list not to Calumny^S Iie^ 

For I know not of guilt and its fears ; 
And when at my fate ye will sigh, 

My ghost shall rejoice in. y oar tcars^. 

In blessings, ah! take my last breath L 

Dear babes of my bosom^ adieu.! 
May the cloud be.dispers'd by my death,^ 

And open a sunshine ioxt^ul. 



TO A LADir, 

WHO itlSHED NOT TO BK ADMIRED. 

AH, foolish Delia ! since you hate 
That people of your charms phoiild prate; 
€rive me that face, that air divirie. 
And in exchange accept of mlm* 



1 



Thus 



Thus shall I gain my heart's desire, 
And set a raptur'd world on fire— 
Tau'll too be plea»'d, (no longer doubt ye> 
As folks won't say one word about ye. 



SONG. 

DEAR Phtllida, do not my passion despise; 
Ah, wherefore disdain all my vows and my sighs* 
Can cruelty dwell with tlie dove? 

Philuda T think not I mean to deceive^ 
Whatever I tell thee, with safety believe; 

For Truth is the daughter of Love. 

Of beauty and grace thou hast got such a store; 
The eye that beholds thee, at o^ice must adore ^^ 

Nor wish from thine altar to rove: 
Distrust not, I beg thee, the pow'r of thy smile; 
The swain who, now wooes thee, is void of all guile;. 

And Trutu is the daughter of Love. 

Yet, Phillida, let me confess in thine ear, 

1 would fly from thy charms, vhieb so much I revere^ " 

But their magic forbids me to move: 
And y^i^ as inconstancy governs the Fair, 
Perhaps thou mayst smiley and thus end my despair; 

Hope too is tho daughter of Lov£. 



ODE 
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ODE ON FRENCH TASTE. 

y^ I ^IS laughable to see a Freachman swelf; 
JL Proud of his tragic Idol, Pierbe Corneillk, 
haptiz'd forsooth', le Grand*. > 

But our fup neighbours see things with strange eyesl 

Ajfas! Sublimity ne'er left her skies 
To take a Frenchman by the hand. 

It is, indeed, a very different Dame— 

A meretricious, noisy La^^s, 1 ween ; 
A bouncing Giantess, with eyes of tlame, 

And such a daring and Medusa mien ! 

Trick'd out in flaunting lace, and stiff brocade. 
With cabbage-roses loaded, glaring", vast! 

Such is the Frenchman's song-inspirtng Maid ! 
The name of this bold Brobdignag, Bombast. 

Sublimity's a sweet, majestic Fair-;: 

So simple in her iorm, and' speech, and paces; 

So elegant her manners and her air — 
A J VNO djress'd hy all the easy, Gracss.. 



TO TIME. 

AN. ANACREONTIC*. 

COME hither— ^r'y thee haste, old Time,, 
And see what jo^s amongst us reign ; 
Tlie bottle, Music, girls, and rhime, 
^And Friendship's soul, delight the scene. 

Then hither pr'ythcc, Time, repair. 
And taste the pleasures Goiis should i/iare.. 

The 



i 



The Tuscan juice profusely flows; 

We sing of Love aild Delia's charms ;. 
When Morning warns ws to repose, 

We clasp a fav'cite in our arm^ 
Then hither, &c; 

Ah, ciMildovLTioyi for ever tastt ' . 

Bat, l!]iis, thy minutes fly tea fast: * 

Yet wonldst thou pass one evening her?^ 
Thon'dst make each hour a tkousandjiear* 
Then hither, &c. 



..1 



sopta 



X To gain regard in ladies^ eyes, 
And make them dote npon ye ; 
For LoYE has long bjscn kick'd to door,,- 
Because the little god is pooh-^ ' 
Who's welcome without money ? 

Try, gentil Sirs, - a. different scheme ! 

For.truly 'tis an idle dream- 
To woo with words of honey : 

Change (if ye wish thair hearts to fii^ 

Your hearts into a coach and six^ 
And coin your sighs to mone^l 



to 
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TO THl 

KIGMTINGALE. 

« 

LONE Mj^strkl of the miHinUftht h<mT^ 
Who chftrm'ft the silent list'iimg plait*,, 
Jl hapless PiJLuRiaf treads thy b^^'i-p 
To hear thy solitary atraitw. 

How soothing is the song of woe, 

ToMtf, whom Love hath doomed to pine i 
For, 'mid thoae soundu that plaintive flow^. 

i hear my^ sorrows mix with thine. 



DINAH^ 



JUST forty-fi?:c was Mistress Dinah's age, 
My Lady's House-keeper— stifi*, dry, aod^sage^ 
Quoting old proverbs oft, with much lonnality : 
A pair of tianncl cheeks coippos'd.her face; 
Red were her eyes, her nose of snipo^biil race, 
Which took a deal of snuff of Scottish quality.. . 

Her sm^l prim mouth bore many a hairy sprigs 
Resembling much the bristles on a pig: 
She likewise held a handsome length of chin,. 
Tapering away to sharpness like a pin. 

Her tepth so yellow much decay bespake. 
As every other tooth her mouth had lied; 

Thus, w^hen she grinn'd, they scem'd a garden rak(^^ 
Or sheep's bones planned round a llow'rct bed. 

Her 



Her hw fcfc/ll carfois by the VViw) Iras red, 
Sleek coQDb'd «pan a roU around her bead; '. C 

Moreover ^oml>'4 up ^^rj dose behind*-* ! ^ 

No wanton ringlets wavaig in the wind! 

iUpdn Ker head a small mob <:ap she placM, 
'Of lawn so3titfy wskh large ttow'r'd ribbon graic'd, 
Ydept ^ knai and britffe^ in a b^yvr 
Of scarlet fkoBUug^luiT long .chin below. 

^ goodly ibnmil handkerchief of lawn, 

Around her scraggy nedk, with parchment skin. 

Was fair and smooth, with starch precision drawn, 
So that no prf ifig eye night peep within. 

Yet had it pQep'd, it had espied no swell, 
IV o lovely swell— no more than on a cat ; 

vFor, lo ! was Dinah's neck* (I grieve to tell) 
As any tombstone, or a flounder, Hat. 

Now on this handkerchief so starch and wbtte. 

Was pin'd a Barcelona, biadk and tight. 

A large broad banded apron, rather sliort, 
Surrounded her long waist, with formal port* 

On week-days were black worsted mittens warn; 
Black silk, on Sundays, did her arms adorn. 

:Long, very long, -was Mistress Dinah's waist; 
The stilf stay high before, t9T reasons chaste; 

A scarlet jpetticoat she gave to view — 
With a broad plaited back she wore a gown. 
Of stuff, of yellow oft, and oft of broxm, 

And of^ a damask, well beilower'd witKblue. 
Moreover, this same damask gown, or SlujBf, 
Had a large sleeve and a long ruffle cuff. 

» IMack 



ftW riKDARIAKA. 

Black .wi>rsted storkings on her legs she wore ; 
Black leather shoes too, which small buckles bore^ 
Composed of shining silver, also square, 
Holding a pretty an ti<|uated air. 

thrill was her voice that whistled through her beard ; 
And tunes, at times, were most discordant heard ; 

fiarsh grating on poor John the Footman's ear; 
Harsh grating on the ears of Hous^.maids too. 
Postillion eke, nho cur^'d her for a shrew, 

And Kitchen-wench, w])om Mts'Jiy taught to snear. 

All, all but Jehu, felt her powerful tongue, ' . 
Whose happier ear was sootb*d by saeeier song. 

No company but Jeku's did she keep, 

In horse-flesh, and a coach, profoundly deep ; 

My Lady's coachman, stout, and young, and ruddy; 
«Great friends were they ! — full oft indeed together 
-They walk'd, regardless of the wind aiui wQather, 

So pleas'd each other's happiness to study. 

For Friendship to a Zephi/r sinks VLsform^^ 

Turns to a /Jig"©?^ I?4NGi:irs giant form — •- 

Nought casts a dread oh Friendship's steady eye: 
Thus did the couple seek th^ darkest grove, 
"Where ISitENCE and sweet Meditation rov^; 

Where Sol, intrusive, was forbid to pry. 

Greatly in sentences did she del^ht, ' 
-So pious! putting people in the* right; 

And often in the pray'r-book would she look— > 
Where matrimonii was much thumb'd indeed,.' . 
Because she olt'ncst here X^od's wqrxlt did read, 

The sweetest page in all the blessed book. ,. 

All on the Bible too did DfN.4ii pore, 
Where chaste Susanna nearly was a wh— , 
By wicked Elders almost overcome^ 

Kiug 
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King David's actions too did Dinah re^d, 
A man of Goth's own heart— but calPd, indeed^ 
A wicked fornicating rogue by some. 

Of Solomon admir*d she much tiie Spng; , 
Could read the Monarch's wisdom all day long-« 
And whore's the wonder ?x lo ! the gallant Jew 
Of mortal hearts the great queen Pa$sion knew : . 
Thus sung he of the sparrow and tho dove^ 
And pour'd instruction through the voice of Lote. 

John Bunyan read she too, and Kempis Tom, 
' Who plainly shew'd the way to kingdom come. 

So modest was she, she gc^t tum'd away 
"Susan the kitchen-wench, for harmless play 

With Dick, the Driver — likewise harmless DiCK^i 
Because he took from Sv^an^s lips a kiss. 
Because too Susan gave him up the bliss, 

W^ithout a scream, a faint.fit, or a kick. 

If John the Footman's eye on Lucy leered,. 

My Lady's Maid, she watched him like a cat; u 
And if the slighti^st word of Love she heard, 

Quick in the fire, indeed, vras all the fat — \, * 

Off were the couple triindled — man and maid— - 
John for a rogue, and Lucy for a jade. 

If e'er she heard of some forsakcu lass, 
Who lost, by dire Kiishap, her maiden faniG^ 

At once she calfd her trollop, minx of brass, 
Strumpet, and every coarse, opprobrious name. 

<Small was the mercy Dixaii kept in store 
For sinful flesh— the smallest for a wh — . 

So modest Dinau I if she saw two cats 
Ogling and pawing with their pretty pats; , * 

' Kissing and squinting love, with friskuig hops; ^ t. 
you III. ' C^, Fir'il 
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Fir'd at the action,, what would Dixah do? 
Slip down her hand, and slily take her shoe, 
Then launch in thunder at their am'r ous chops. 

With Pigeons 'twas the same^ and other birds — 
All who made love came in for bitter words; 
Poor simple souls, amidst the genial ray, 
Whom simple Nature call'd to siniplje play ; 
But Dinah call'd it vile aduUertUioHj 
A wicked, impudent abomination. 

It happened on a day, that grievous cries, 
By Dinah pour'd, created great surprise- 
Ill, very ill, in bed, alas ! she lay : 
A dreadful Colic — her good lady wept. 
Gave her rich cordiali>— to her bedside crept. 
When DiNAu bcgg'd that she would go away* 

Down went my Lady to the parlour straight. 
Fearful that Dinah soon would yield to fate; 
And full of sorrow as my Lady ^ent. 
Sighs for her maid's recovery back she sent. 

Lo I Doctor Pestle comes to yield relief- 
He feels her pulse^— is solemn, sage, and brief; 

Prescribeth for the Colic— enough t avails ; 
On Dinah, lo! the dire disorder gains ; 
Stronger and faster flow the colic pains, 

Fear, trembling, paleness,, ev'ry soul assails. 

^^ Poor Dinah t" sighs each month around the room^ 
JoinM to a lengthened lace of dread and gloom. 

At last poor Dinah pours a deatli-like groan — 
A ghostly terror seiBcth ev'ry one : 
; My Lad Y^ hears the cry, alas] below-r- 
She sends for Doctor Pestle — Pestle strait 
Runs to my Lady — Doctor, what's her fate ? 
*< Speak, is it death^ dear Doctor, yes, or no ?>* 

** Not deaths but life^ (cries Pestle) forc'd that squawl ; 
^ A little Jeuv's. come to light^ that's all." 
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TO CHLOE. 



LET Sorrow seek' her native night, 
For why should mortals court the tear? 
J0T9 JpY should wing each moment's flight, 
And Echo nought but rapture hear. 

1*11 gather wisdom from the dove, 
And make my life a life of love. 

While Youth sits sparkling in thine eyes, 
And lips are rich with many a kiss ; 

Aloud the voice of Nature cries, 

^^ I form'd those phsirms alone for bliss ? 

** Go, ISTymph, learn wisdom from my dore, 

•^ And be thy life a lile of love," 



THE 

YOUNG FLY 

AND THE 

OLD SPWER. 

A FABL& 

IN this original and beautiful, fable, the Poet al- 
ludeth to the arts' of Men, who, by flattery, - &c. 
are constantly laying snares for Innocence. The 
Bard, moreover, sheweth that Prudence may smile at 
the niachinations of a great rogufe. 

Fresh was the breath of morn— the busy breeee, 
As Poets tell us,^whispcr'd through the trees, 

C c 2 , And 
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And swept the dew-clad blooms with wing so irght>: 
PiicEBus got up, and made a blazing fire, 
That gilded every country house ai|d spire, 

And smiling, put on his best'tooks so bright^ 

On this fa{r morn, aSpiDEBwho had set, 
To cat^h s|, breakfast, his old waving net^ 

With curious art upon a spaogl'd thorn ; 
At lengthy with gravely-squintmg, longing eye,: 
Near him espied a pretty, plunip, youog fly. 

Humming her little orvsqm to morn. 

** Good motjrow, d<e»t Miss Ft v," quoth galliuG^ 

Grim— 
^* Good morrow, Sir," reply 'd Mi^s Fly to him — 

<* Walkdn, Miss, pray, and see what I'm about:" 
*< I'm much oblig'd t' ye. Sir,'* Miss Fly rejoi^'d, 
'* Mv eyes are both so' very good, T find, 

'^ That I can plainly see the whole, wiibout^ 

^' Fine wekther, Miss^* — ^^ Yes, very, very fine,'*^ 

Quoth Miss— ^^ prodigious fine indeed :** 
** But M'hy so coy ?" quoth Crih, " that you decline 
" To put within my bow'r your prejty head V*" 
« »Tis simply this,'* * 
Quoth cautrio^iLS Miss, 
^* I fear youM like my prettj/ licai^o welly 
<' You'd keep it for yourself. Sir Vfio can teH ?" . 

*^ Then let me squeeze your lovely hand, my dearj. 
' ^' And prove tiat all yojar dread is Ibolish, vain,"— - 
^^ I've A sore finger, Sit, hay more, I fear 
^' You reajrly would not let it go again." 



* Poh, poh, child, pray, dismiss your idle dread; 
'^ I would not hurt a hair of that sweet head— 

^^ >Vfll,, then, wtdiran* kind kiss oi jfriendsktp 
" jneetipei'* • .>■ 
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'^ La, Sir*' quoth Miss, with seeming artless tongue^ 
'*'. I fear our salutation y/ou\d be long; 

" So lovingy too 1 fear that ydu would eat we." 

So saying, with a smile she left the rogue, 

To weave more lines of death, and plan for prog. 



MADRrOAL. 

WHEN Love and Truth together -play'd 
So cheerful was the Shepherd's song I 
How happy, too, the rural Maid ! 

How light the minutes wing'd along ! 
But LovK ftas left the sighing vale, 
And Truth no longer tells her tale. 

Sly stealing, see, from scene to scene. 
The watchful Jealousy appear ;, 

And pale Distrust with troiibl'tl mien, 
The rolling eye, and list'niag ear! 

For Love has left the sighing vale^ 

And Truth no longer teU^ her tale. 

Ah J shall we see no more the hour, 
That wafted rapture on its wing 2 

With murmurs ^hall the riv'let pour, 
That prattrd from its crystal spring ? 

Yes, yes, while Lovfi forsakes the vale. 

And Truth uo longer tells her tale. 
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TO CHLOE 

FIVE thousand years have roll'd away^ 
And yet ten thousand blockheads say^ 
" O Pleasure, thou'rttbii devil ;" 
While Nature bids them joy embrace, 
They fling the blessing in her face ^ 
Now this is most uncivil X 

But Vm not one of those, (thank heaven !> 
Ingratitude was never giv'n 

To my good heart I'm sure ; 
Would Chloe yield a thousand kisses, 
Upon my knees I'd seize the blisses,^ 

Jind beg a thousand more. 



ODE 

TO A . / . . 

COUNTRY 'SQUIRE. 

OK THE BVK. OP RXS MAHRXACTl. ' 

GREAT 'Squire! you are now upon the eve ol^ 
~ marriage, 
And, great 'Squire, I know you are a hog; 
Indeed so sad a brute in all your x:arriage, 
You'll freely give your wife up for a dog.. - 

This day will yield a Fai^.one to your arms, 
Whose dow'r are all the' Virtues^, and her charms. 

I . > Forc'd 
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Farc'd iy. ^^e frown of Pof ^rrty to ^ed, 

With deep regret, 1 see th^un\|-iDing Fair 
Dragg'd from her Lo^cu, to thy hated bed—- 
' Sold hy » cruel Pareat to Desp^is : j 

See her d^K'd out by giarbh, - idle Art^ 
To captivate thy viilgar, savage heart, 

And live a Tyaant's slave — ^ servile wife I 
How like the victim lamb, in ribbgms drest^ * 

Led from its vale and sporf^ so lately blest, 

To lose its sweetly in^Hensive life I 

Now, 'Squire, I'll tell you how 'twil"} be ere long 

(O could the thunder of the Poet's song, 

Preventing, dash thine iron cheek with shame f^ 
ThouPt quarrel with her virtues^, peerless beauty ! 
Bid her, 'Mike spaniels, understand her duty ;'' 

Upbraid her with the want of icealih sindna/ne. 

Wilt say she came a beggar to thy house ; 

That through mere charity thou took'st her in: 
Tell her she ^^ crawls about thee like a louse-^ 

" Eternally a toucment to thy skin." 

IFow dares thy. fancy nurse the lying thought : 
How dufst, alas ! thy villain tongue declare. 

That, when to ihcc the beauteous Maid was brought,. 
Thy olfer'd hand with honour cloath'd the Faiu I 

Rno.vr,« with the virtues of the charming Maid, 
Know, with her beauties thou'rt too well repaid ; 

EtPn by a srnUe^ that all our envy draWs : 
Ah ! when she yielded to thy lips her kiss. 
And bosom yields thee, (too sublime a bliss \.) 

The luckless Virgin barters gems for strains. 

At length' thouUt leave her for a •wench — thy Cookj 
HJie will enjoy thy cash, ami love-clad look : 

The turnspit-bastards, to thine eye be dear— • 
Thy ^YIFE, with sweetness bordering on divine, 
P^Ie wretch ! in secret solitude shall pine, 

ililourn to the wind, and drop the silent tear. 

To 
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To hcav'n, for help, sbe lifts the brhnfuleyc ! • 
Kind FI^at'n resumes the gift its bounty .gave— 

With happy heart thou hear'st the parting sigh^ 
And drunken, madding, dancest o'er her gniFe. 

Thy Cook-wench soon becomes thy |>irc^r mate, 
And leaves theis soon for lads who clean thy stables- 

Noivs thee, pulls thine ears, and pounds thy pate, 
And, with much justice, on thee iums the tables, - 

Ma'am Cook shall oft contrive to see thee sktj^nngy 
To hide thee from her rage, from room to room ; 

Urg'd l\y a ladlc-fuU of bf-oth or dripping^ 
Or by the strong persuaaions of the broom* 

To pliiguc a little more thine aching head^j 

And keep thee, mournful devil, upon thorns ; 

Shall, take thy own postillion to her bed. 

And, threatening, dare thee once to mention horns* 



THE 

COMPLAINT OF MIRZA 

TO 

SELIMA, HIS MISTRESS. 

[from the PBRSIAN.} 



WnKRi 
Thtv 



rilKRE is the Nymph of Sardi's. green domain^ 
, , Thi^ Nymph^ whom every Bard of Persia sings ? 
To find the wand'rcr out, and sooth my pain,. 

Sweet bird of morn, to Mi«ZA lend thy wings* ; 

But wherefore seek the Nymph of Sardi's vale^ 
Who sullen Hies wh^re Horar's waters roil ; 

Scorns all my plaints, that mourn aloi^ the gale, 
And scorns the smrge of gcief^ that sinks my soul ? 

Ahl 



r ■ 
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Ah i can ihsA cheek, where Beavtt^s summer dwells^ 
Retain a smile, whilst MirzaN sorrows flow I 

Ah ! can that heart, that every softness swells, 
Finrbear to heave on Mirza's songs of woe ? 

Come, like the mom, pure virgin of delight, . , 
I And, biashing, chase the cloud of Mirza's fears f 
Come like the sun upon the dews of night, 
And^ with thy radiance, smile awa^ my t€ars» 



HAWKING/ 

A BAI.L4D, 

uil^M AT PALGONB]l*3 HALL, T0RK8BIRB. 

COME, sportsmen, away— the morning how fair t 
To the wolds, to the wolds, let us quickly repair ; 
Bold" Thunder^ and Ligktning^ are mad for tfaegame^ 
And Death f and the Devil \ are both in a flame. 

See, Backers, | a Rite !-— a mere sfieck in the sky-«- 1 
Zounds ! out with the owl — lo ! he catches bis eye—* 
. Down :he oomes with a sweep— be unhooded each Hawk j 
Very soon will they both to the Gentleman talk« 

, Thc're at him— he's off — now they're o'er him again : 
Ah I that was a streke-^ele ) he. drops to the plain-— > 
They rake him«^they tear him— -he flutters, he^cries, 
He struggles, he turns up his talons, and dies.. 

6ce, a Magpie t let fly—how he flutters and shamblesl 
How he chatters, pobr rbgue ! i^ow he darts to tho 
brambles : 

• Namci of two Hawks. + Names o£ Hawks. 

i The Head Falconer^ 

Out 
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Out again — overtakeB— his spirits how flag- 
Flip ! he gives up the ghost— good Qight, Mister Mag* 

Lo ! a Heron 1 let loose— how he pokes his lopg jieck, 
And, darts, with what vengeance, but vainly, his beak ! 
Egad, he shifts well— now he feels a death^wOund^ 
And, with TiruNpjga aad Lioutvino, rolU tumbling 
to ground* 

Thus we Falconers sport— ^now homewards we stray, 
To fight o'er the bottle, the wars of the day ; 
And in honour, at night, of- the chace audits charms^ 
Sink sweetly to rest^ with a Dove in our arms^ 



ODE 

* - ' TOT 

HEALTH. 

, Peter pfotoststh aguntt Physic; . 

SWEET Nymph, of rosy cheek and sprightly mien^ 
Who, vagrant, playful, on the hills art seen,. 
. Ere Sol illumines the grey world below ; 
Now, doe-like, skipping wild from vale to vale, 
Enamour'd of the rills and ^resh'ning gale, . 

From whose mild wing the streanis of fragrance flow. 

O i ^midst those hHls and tales contented stray-— 
Thou- wilt be ruin d if thou com'st away — 

Doctors too much like man-traps lie in wait-?^ : 
They'll tell thee, beauteous Nymph, ten thousand lies, 
That they can mend thy bloom, ^aml sparkling eyes— • 
. <Avoid, avoid, mj dear, the dangerous bait. 

Like the Jlrst woodcock of the year, . 
The instant that he dares apjiear, 

. The 



FfNDARIANA. tgi 

The country^s up to kill him— dog and gun ! 
So when thou show est, Nymph, thy rosy face, 
I sec at once an /Esculapian chace ; 

And, oh I if caught thou wilinot find it fun, 

Lo! this proclaims he rendeth at his shop 
Hich immortality in his dear drop ; 
Another dire impostor, bawling louder, 
Swears that it lodges only in his powder, • 

These raggamuffins have the name of Quack^ 
Prepar'd to put thy beauties on the rack-— / 

But then, the Regulars! — ay, what are they? 
The Regulars^ my love, are Gentlemen^ , - 
Whom very justly nine in ten, 

I with an eye of no small dread survey. 

The Regulars' in physic, I'm afraid. 
And all th' irregulars who ply the trade, 

Are just like men who form an army ; 
Whichever at you lifts his gun, alas i 
'Will soon convince -you what must come to pass— 

The shot wMvery comfortably warm ye. 

Indeed, the only difPrence >cill be this, 
Nor Quack nor Regular the mark will wimy^ 

The art of killing they are all so pat ii\: 
On broken English, fate by/^crfyou seek; 
^y thiSy upon the wings o^ mongrel Greek^ 
And pye-bald Latin. 

Then once more let me bid thee, blooming Lass, 
To keep, like Babylon's great King, at gruss^ 

And thou wilt find it not an idle notion : 
''Tis fiiir, that I should try to save thy life— 
And know that Death is never half so n/e?. 

As when the country swarms with pill and potion* 



<) blooming Wand'jrtb of the breezy hills, 
Beware then oJ' those potions and those pills^-^ 



Be 
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Be kisses all thy physic, rose-Hpp'd Health; 
Kisses, my easy nostrum'^ ne'er aire rife^ 
Forever pregnant, lovely JVymph, with Ufe^ 

And stceeier when thej |ire enjoy '4 by stealth* 
I've built a neat snug cottage on the plain— 
Pr'j thee drop in some evening on th%f szcain. 



TO CHLOE. 



CJ^IILOE, I live, and live for iJtee alone y' 
*^ Trust me, there's nought -worth living for, beside? 
Noughtfor thine absence, Chloe, can atone, 
Though PucEBus shines, and Natube pours her 
pride. 

Lo! full of innocence the lambkins bleat; 
. The brooks in sweetest murmurs purl along ^ 
'The lark's, the linnet's voices too, are sweet— ^ 
But what are these to Culoe's tnneful toiiguc ? ' 

With ev'ry balm, the breath of Zephyr blows ; 

But thine can yield a thousand times more biissest 
I own the fragrance of the blushing rose, 

But, ahl how faif^t to balm of Ciiloe's^ kisses 1 

Ye Gods ! I mark thy frown, and scornful eye, 
An^ now thy bridling chin of scorn I sect 

And now I hear thee, so contemptuous cry, 
What are my kisses, saucy Swain, tatliee? 

True, dearest Chloe— ryct each kiss divine, 
Which dwelleth on thy Irps so very teeing, 

Would quickly change its nature, were it mine^ 
Audraprrous liroVc^^sup^tiatneft/fildasingJ 



LoTX lis tL generous God, and 'tis bis pleuurt 

To see the gM he gives, in droiUUion'^ 
Then cease to hoard such qudniiifet €^ treSisnrei 
- And be afraid to pot him in a passion. 

Thy beauties should the angry God divide^ 

And throw amongst thy sex, 'twouid be alarming ; 

And not a little mortify thy pride, 
To meet, dear Chlos, ev^ry woman charming. 



ODE. 

peter fxr^seth Constancy. 
Mteady mind It my abomination ; 



rpH^ ni 



cnrw the wiyffling and inconstant passion^: 
From me, dear ConsraifcT, don't, don't depart—- 

i lof e the cooing t«rtle and her mate^-i* 

The Protens Mv^tAMUJtsx I hate— 
A Demon when he holds the human heart. 

A ilutfrhig shvw, to waad^ so inelia*d ; 
Keeping the company oinv'ry wkid« 

Old customs let us not eachange for new ; 
Thtfy Mt no ea*y«*-just like an fdd shoe ; 
And let as not, aa though from Wisnon'^ Ichoolsf 
Fancy our forefinthen were arrant fools. 

E^en in reUgkms mMers folks )of« change $ 
Scheming, new roods to heat% they wildly range; 

Ilunting with noses nil jo keen^ nlknit : 
I like an honest conalani^ in sonis. 
In spite of imUrcitt^ fhat our race co^tronls, 

Turning* lake pudding-bags, men inside ont. 
V<i4-.m. l>d In 
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In Ireland, not long skip^. t^lioilucky Cattle, ^ 
And that sad pla^gue, ca^'d Mvurain^ had, a battlj^; 

When Murrain ,pr<)?!d a^mo^t \76tppous,foe — 
For Ram and^wE, 'i^Q^ipe J^un., .,and Madam Cow, 
And lusty Mister iioAR, and Mistress Sow, 

Were by this xogue in multitudes l^d low* 

Numbers indeed resigned theif breath , , . • » / 
To fill the gaj^ing tombs of dea^h. .,,..*. 

Now in the Parish, 'midst the Murrain's rage. 
Which all the Farrier's ^kiUk-ceiild not assuage, 

Liv'd a good Priest — Father M'Siiane ; 
Famous afar for wonder-working pray'rs ; 
Minding not sins one pin, though thick as tares, 

Safe were the souls of the profane J 

One Sunday he desir'd to say his masses, 

Amidst the fieM^^ where beasts lofjradoibs'claiaes, ^ 

Infe^ed by this. MuRRAiif^ mi§ht a^ear : I 
His eon^jr^ation folio w'd, to be sure i. 
Bull, Cow, Pi«, Sheep, surrounded hmforjiUre^ 

Yielding his masses an attentiTe eac 



} 



What happened ? Disappointed was the Devil, 
Father M^SiiANi^s^od pec^'rs destroyed the evih;/ 
Bui^i, Cow, and S^sbbp, so> hungry^ graz'd the plains,- 
And Pigs, half famish'd, fed upon the grains. 

In short, their healths and appetites retsrn'd-?* - , i 
Father M'Sha^ne, wb^t ? . laugh'd, ^hiie SA:TAir 
mourn'd. • .^ 

Proud of his deed, the holy Falh^er w^at : 

To a rich Protestant, with > good intent, .i ' > 

To make the Mui^baik from^ Ais-eattlo % i 
" Father M'Shane," the Fanner cr/d. in scorn, 
*^ My cattle all were Churtha^f^Enskindborn^ -M - 4 

^^ And- in that holy faith they 'all shai^idi^,'' ^ ; ; 

■I'm: 
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I . ■ Hunc tu Romant cavtUs 

Mic nigcr (St, s 




With 
I With what sublimity his eye-tsUls roll.!: 

j With whit a*grave'p<J'mJ)Osity Ife Wows 

Whaf has beeti qften paird — his mean pug-nose ! 

With^ what a sanctity pronouncing death f 
Sow pleas'd in secret sweHs the fatal breath !.. 
lte%ion}U:l(ysaith''d', etich- sciitence moves along, 
I Whlhi thirst'fdl' murder prompts' the yillain's tongue.. 

tool at this rndge—ihis fellow, out of court ! 

The very first in RoGCERY^S hawk-ey^d school! 
A knave,' comnilttitig crimes of ev^rif sort: ' 

• To whonri^HH^pocJiisY's an arrant fool. 

I • if • % ■ •■ ^ ' . 

« 'Dfere^s fta sildh'itfd/t," the world exclaims.— That's^ 
I * true ; • • 

Bnt such a M^mter^ e¥,'ry day we view. 



Dd^ ^ 6lR 



^SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

IS it DOt AStonisliing that Hie life of so great a Man as 
Sir Joshua. RsYifOLM sh^ld aot li^ve been writ* 
ten ? A Painter wiio possessed more vt the cfaarraing 
art than almost any single Professor that erer existed. 

Bnt Fame proclaaoietb Mn Jambs hoswmLh im be 
big with the biography of this celebrated Artist, and 
ready to sink into the straw ! 

See JoHifsoN^s angry ghost, ye gods, arise ! 

He drops his nether lp> and rolls his eyes^ ' - 

And roars, ^< Boazy, Boz^ky, spare the thml 
^ Raise not thy biographic guillotine ; 
'^ Decapitate no more with that machine, 

'^ Nor frighten Hokb3R with a iecQnd head i 
'^ From Reyxnoum's nvck, the ponderous weapon 

keep: 
<( Cease, Aaikrofopkagu9 ig murder sleep !^ 

* 

There is a wonderful energy^ m well as sonorons 
sublimity in this polysyllabic expression of the Ghos# 
of our immortal Moralist and lAsxicographer, nut ob« 
Vious to' the minora Mera of literajture* The word 
jinfhronophagus is a derivative from the Greek « signi* 
fying Man-eaier ; and Mr. James Bqswelx. haviug re» 
galed most plentifully on the carf^ase of.Dr* JonssdM, 
and meaning to make as hearty a meal on the body of 
i^ta Joshua. Reynou>s, fvraisheth the perturbed $pec« 
tre witli an appellati?e of fortnnate propriety, 

Johnson and Reynolds, lo ! for ever lost ! 
Of no great man has BozEy now to boast ; 

Of no rich table now can lloizy brag : 
Indeed, like fiuied Beauties, he will say, 



Envy must own tvekadmy shining day.' 
What wtrt thou ?«-an illuminated nig f 



Bat 



But what's become of boastful Bozzt now ? 
Deep sank in mournful solitude art thou ! 
Amidst thy small tin-box, so drear and dark. 
No courted Genius ca^ts a luoky spark ! 
Nothing to gild thy solitary tinder, 
Save the rude flint and steel of Peter Piitdar.. 



EPITAPH^ ' T 

. «f a. 

FRsIEND.r • 

FinHOUGH here in death- thy relicks lie, 
X Thiy worth shall live in Mkm'ky's' eye ;i 
Who oft at Night's palo noon shall sltray, 
To bathe w^ith tears thy lonely clay. ' ' 

Here Pity too, in weeds forlorn, . . 

Shall, mingling sigh^^ be heard- to mourn ; 
With Oeniits drooping o'er thy tomb, 
la sorrow^for a. Brother's doom. 
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ODE 

oir TH« 

CHOLERIC CHJRACTBlt. 

Pmv icprebcndctk lUtionai Creitures for their vioknc Aog^ agpuH 



HAPPY die man vliose Iiearl of Hicti a sort is. 
As holds more butter-milk tlum aqna-fortts ! 
Bat, lord ! how passionate are tertainjolkt 
How like the sea, reileding ev'ry form, 
So placid !<^-the next faistant in a storm, 
Dofihing against the iuoffensiYe rock ; 

Mounting i^j^ards;' the slcilts with sitcb^ a thander. 
As though ii>]i!;ihh*d>(ihe lev^ier !) to bring under 
, Kun, moon, and'^stars, and tear thorn into tatters«-» 
y^ttch {ia8sia;is ycrit]r are serious matti rs» 

Blen in morality sbvntd ne'^er be idle, 

Bat for thase past^iona make a strong ewrb bridle* 

When Idfty man doth (Quarrel with a pin, 
la fouA resides the folly or the sin— 

Not in the hrass^ by wbicfr his finger*^ s|ikted^^ 
Fo^ a small philosophy we find, 
'That,, as a pin is not endowM with mind, 

Of malice calPd prepense j Pin stands aequttted : 

Thus then his xtu^ior/r Jiie»j> must bear thebhuna^ 
And thus to perseeute the pin^s a shame. 
Many inanimates, as well as pins, 
Suffer for ather^s fooleries and sias«. 



Saw 



JRow oft a drunken blockhead danms a post 
That overturus him, breaks his shins, or head ; 

Whose eyes sliould certainly have view'd the f oast^ 
And har9 aroided this s^me po»t so dread ; 

Whereas he should have spar'd his idle cries. 
And only damned his own two blinking ejfes. 

A little Wekhman/ Welchman^^Kke indeed, 

llol a^ a Chian, that is to say^ 
A Batchelor*-^nd therefoire ev'ry Need, 

Was, for subsistencea -forced to him to pray ; 

This Batcuelor to satisfy withall 

^ His gullet, 
Put into a small pot-— 4ndeed too smaliy 
A Pullet. 

The Pullet's legs were not to be confined ; 

So out they pok'd themselves, so sleek and white : 
The Welchnmn curs'd Jier legs with wicked mind, 

And push'd them in agani with monstrous spite* 

The PuUet Hking not the Pot^s embrace, 
So vcrjf t9ar»i««indeed a nat*ral case, 

Pok*d forth her shrinking legfi ugain^ so fair ; 
"With seeming much uneasiness, in troth, 
Objecting to her element of broth, 

And .wislkinig much to take a little air, ' 

The CAMBRo^BntTON waxing red and hot, 
And highly /oemtVi^ too, just like the pot, ' 

Hah to die legs, and shoved them«ki onae noirfe j *^ 
But, lo ! Us oaths and labour ait were vain ; 
Out pok'd the PuUefs boiling legs again ; 

Which put the Welcbmaa^s passions in a roar / 

What will not mortals, nrg'd by rage and sin do? 
Mad at defeat, an4 with adevMtslk scowl, 
lie seiaes with ferocity jkhe fowl, ^ ' . 

And, full of vengeance, whirls her out at win4o!9r. 

TO 



30^ ' ttnvkxrknM- 



TO MISS* HARHINGTO^ 

■ ' BA T H.: / ,, ' 

•c A LAS, aras, I've lost a day!*' • ' 
J\, GoodTiTiS once was heard 'to say,. 
And -sorely, sorely to rfepcnt if-— 

What was it made the Emp'roif gi^paa^? 

I'd give a good round siim, I own, " 
To be iuioriHr^lio^, '(was he spent it,. 

DcarTiTus^ quickly leave thy tomB;- 

Enter ol* llAiiiti>i«GTON^die room*. . . - 

: Whom Music and each Grace . reveres**- 
I'll answer tor*t thou'wiltnot say^. ^ 
^* Alas, alas, I've lost a c/a^/': ''^■ 

Butj "Gods! Vve found Jive hundred ^earsH*^ 

' ' '• ^ _'* ' ■ ' » ^'" i ' ^ 
A'NACREON TO HIS^LYRE^ 

,S£MT TO A LADY. , < ^ ^ , . 

:.f • ' ■ . u •.. . • ; ;- ' ^ 

FiiN. would , I ^trilMs til* harp to Kings,^ , 
And ^Lve to^nr. ithe wwadli^ stri|»fpi ; , ! ! 
But, lo ! tKe chords rejbelliojis grove, • 'j ., 
And tittmhle with the not^j of love«^ . t , 

In v»iH'I*quarrel with'my lyre, 
In vain I cttaftge- the rebel wire f. . . i 

Boidly I strike to war again^ •. - - ' • k y^ '\ 
But^v^ < p«ev4il$ (thrcbgh ak the i^trw* . 
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Oh ! since not master.afibe shdl^ 
Ye Kin^s.anil sons of war, farewell ; 
And &inco4h« Lores Uiesoog require^ 
To Vemus I resign the lyre; 



'Twasthvs, O Ntmpu, with attic tongue^ 
The gay Axacukon pour'd the soqg, 
- A Bard belo?'d by me:' 
And who the Post's harp can biame i 
Perhaps- old Greece conld bMst a lUiizry 
With every grace like thee. . 



ODE. 

Fcter moclcsdy, delicately, and tenderly, pleadcdi aj^inst iheexeesdt^ 
Pamagei laldy given ka c«rtua iil«^ Ubcftks in Luvcnaneci, 

A MAN may, in ^e eold dim ere of Itfi^ 
By way of sunshine, take a pretty wife^ ^ 
To warm him, as King David, did of yore*; 
Kiss her neat little Unger, jwt b«r clieck, 
Toy with the t^nowy beauties of tier neck—- 

^ No more I " 
Prerenting thus each Rake of flesh and sin 
JtVom impudently stepping in« 

Thus toymg,* mnmblhig, chvekfmg, the old fool, 
Who wanteth ranch the birch of Curious school, 
Expects his wife, so soft, and so divine, 

• Here it. a flagrant ermr of the Lyric Bard. It was not a wife, b»it 
a p«»r of pretty black-cyed H^rtx^ Uija, vthjin ihe Monarch chos« foy 
hit imsf^ coiBpanious. 

To 
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To fancy ev.Vy sublunarybiiss ' ^ 

In ey'ry toying monkey-tricky and kiss^ 

And round his.neck? her arms with tapiure twrnt^ 

Just like the fragrant pea, with blooms so thicj^^ 
That curb her tendrils. foJind* ft Totten sfick! 

For hiid to raise his ,^cdge^ Wnd .bar hU gatC| 
Is natVal— sad is trespas^s oa th' estate : . 
For who, akst can sit with silent ease, 
And see a a.'ighbour*s p^ among .bis pea«^ 

But why should . . • I. . be afraid 6f horns, « 

TV ho married a poor squeal, starr'd cat, for mone^T 

Hea?*ns ^ what should pullhfeJndge^s breech on thornsl 
Where) for the wasps^ alas I is Madam's honey ? 

'TIS sweetness tempts thiir la^adl^^om the skies > • 
Gbll needeth not a flapper for the flies» 

• '-•'. ' < ". 

80 ftiriotrs is this Judge "against Crtra. Con* i 

That poor Adultery is just undotie : 
Afraid tg^ wr|te,(Os sq^ese, ipr wiiijL^iS.eyiy a 

Nay, waft the .soul's soft wishes on a sigh 1: . / ^ 

Woe to the wicked Cormf-fa^tors Bo^L 

Ten, twenty, thirty, forty thousand pound^i,^ ^ 
For him .to pa,y wh^ Q^iks his ;aeighboHr?s cow ^ 

Stealing by night so slily to. his g^co^nds I 

.:!•;;[,' •: • . . 

" O His SO vile, sa wicked* aa> afjf^r £ . t . ^ 

*< Dreadful a neighbour's honour to ehsnare-i- 

' ' Take h is d£^ spouse^ wi^h out ;h|Sr i^^e, . indeed t ^ 
^' W&atl. of hiftbQsom staalfthe tenJder wifel / 

^ The pigeon jio his fei^t,^, prolonging lifo, , 

^ Of sinki^ig age the swoet supporting re^d t 

*^ O that the law would make sm^h doings death V^ - 
Thus roars the jealous Judge, with thund'rihg bceath^ 



O ^ ^ . . ..! >iive not 4hus wittr with ahger p^e, - i 
But let thyfav'riie Justice hold the scale : i 

What tt»High we must condemn the smuggled blisa^ ' 
Ten ihimsand poutub. 9set(H> mack for ai^kisu . ; 

. u 

- , THE 

ADDRESS OF THE FAIRI|S 

l^Djir flFrJl-i-i-, lAT CORNWALL: 

, LETT OK T&A BXAIt-FL^TE IV THE ^OARD]}27« f f 

i-?..., '»••'. -i • . i ^ . 

YE gentle Mi«os of Canftborne's Dfuid rale, %- 
A^vmsHX and Jov'd hj ail our el4a train ^ «< • 
Your worth with Wifi^er md^^elight we -h^I^' > v 
And pen^ unseen, for you the tuneful straiiw *. 

Seneath these oaks our happy court we keep. 

When Midnight rules the world with solemn sway; 

While ifouj forgetful, sink to silent sleep, 

We, foliUiesoi^i^, gan^pl ^id the .moonlight ray« 

Sbpreet is thf^^ppt whedfe iMNPiSJ^NCE is-«3ea^— ►' > 

Dear is* the valley where ^he Virtues dwelli 
By ^cAallur'd, we trip, this ,dfwygree^„ ;, i 

Far from th^ sound of :Ui^'^ savage^ y44k' i> t 
f* ''-,!.. ■ '. » { ' .' \ rf rJ 

Health, rose-Upp'd I{E4pi<> shall cr(>>^f»cj2«oii1» crystal 
rill,. 

And bid with eVf'ry bajl^i jour Zephyrs, blow.;?^ 
^Unceasing song shall charm the echoing jhilly 

And Plknt^t riifj?e with bjopm tlje vale below. 
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Thus wingM wkk joy shall glide jonr goiien iMUfS^ 
TiU for yoa skies jt Ind the worki adieu ! 

AM when at l^t ye leav« tWsebUssfat b^w'rs^ 
Your litUe weep'mf^frientb wMl wander teo« j 

OBEBOlTy 

Puck, 

BUMSOM, 

Mab, ko* 



TO CHABLOTTE, 

oi^r ATfiiT vejUL'S dak 

T% EI70LD amtlier yeit^i iu^faed ! 

X3 But, CuAiutairi^^ fhoul^st nought to dread^ 

^Since. 1Jxm« Will eT*ry beauty spare : 

*" ji£^ kubws what's peffifcif and w«ll klt0W9| 

vould take bin 0ge9 So coMfose • 

Anotbev Dkuasd Jba/f soJuiVf 



'* 



TO CYNTHIA- 

CYNTHIA, I own iny heart is Mil^ 
And dare confess it witii a boas^^ 
It does a credit to my sigiis ; 
For who like thee dtsfrtays a- face^ 
Or who like /^6' abounds with grace^ t 

OM^rtS Hkc ihce a ^t M ^es^ 

Bat, ah! 'tis folly to complain, 
Because I hear no s4ghs again, 
A soft^ a 9«%ct return for wine: 

\ LOTE 
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LoYE is a Rogue^ who bade me gaize; 
And when be ^aw mi/ bosom blj^e, 
Refus'd to raise a spark in thine. 



HYININ TO SILENCE. 

O SILENCE! to our earth by Wisdom gir'n, 
Yet from the fashionable circles driv'n 
To breathing Zephyrs, and the limpid stream, 
Whose murmurs sweetly sooth the Shepherd's drieam; 
For thee I often sigh, but sigh in Tain, 
When Folly stuns me with her noisy train. 

Oh ! how I wish thy presence, when the 'Squire 

Impertinently bursts into my room 5 
Hallooing from the kennel's howl and mire, 

And casting o'er my day, a midnight gloom. 

Yet if his sister Phil, comes giggling in, 

And talks of fashioi\8^ op'ra^ ball, ai^d play; 

Methinks my ears can- C^etf/* the varied din. 

Which forceth thee, mute Maid, to run away. 

Yet 'tis not lo7ig I wish thee thus apart; ~ 

So much thy presence glads, at tiines^ my heart— 

For when I clasp the Nymph, so fair and young, 
And steal a sweet. acquaintance with her %, • . - 
I M'ish thee in the room at once to skip, 

And gently take possession of her tongue^ 



VoL.m. Ee CECILIA. 



y 
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CECILIA, 

CECILIA, as 'twas Christmas time, 
Resolving on a flight sublime, 
Prepared to pass her holidays in heaY'n : 
The Goddess then brushM up her wings, 
Pick'd up her trinkets, her best things, 

Uer harp, and songs, and pen, b^ Fifcebus giT'A« ^ 

When in rush'd Music — " Madam, no, 

^ Indeed you must not, shall not go"— ' 

<^ Poh ! hold thy tongue (the Goddess cry'd), thott 
** Ninny; 
" Think'st thou I'll quit dear Bath, my pride, 
^< And not an equal charm provide ? 

*' Thou stupid creature, to forget Rauzsini.^*^ 



SONG. 

An, Delia ! I will not complain, 
That another is blest in thy charms ; 
Yet allow me to envj/ the Swain, 
Whom Delia can take to her arms. 

I coTtfess that no merit is mine— , 

That of Delia I ought to despair:- 

Since thy virtues, dear Maid, are divine. 
And thy form like an Angelas so fair. 

On Fate let me ^x all the blame, ' 

VVhojjhow'd me thy form of desire; 
When I caught from thy beauty a flame, 

That only with life can expire. 

'. Y^tJ 
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Yet, Delia, before I depart, 

Ah ! do not one favour deny : 
Though Fortune denies me (hj JUiorf^ 

Let thy pity accept of its sigh. 



> MADRIGAL. 

SWEET Girl, the man's a downright fool. 
That asks for constancy in loTe-^ 
Variety's a charming school : 
How nat'ral for the heart to rove! 

A form like tiiine can never cloy— - 

And, !o! thy graces, what a plenty! 
Then tell me, why should one enjoy 
. The beautierthat suffice for tBf>entyf 



AN APOLOGY 

fOR 

IJfCONSTANCY. 

TO PHILLIS. 

*^ TTOW 'tis^hou governest ahove^ 
".JlX I know not verily, O Love; 
" But to my grief this truth I know, 
" That Folly leads thy dance below* ^ 

'Twas thus I spleenful cry'd, when first my heart 
From thy l>Iack sparklers felt the stinging darf: 
la dismal crape I drcss'd up many a ballad; 

Ee2 Mad 
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Mad at sour looks, i look'd for nought but smMe^ 
Not dreaming once that Yinegar and oil 
Prodac'd a line eife^ upon a saliad. 

My wary wisdom now is on its guard. 
And ev'ry day, I, Peter, am prepar'd 

To catch my little Syren ont of humour : 
A disappointment at a ball perchance, 
ISot standing u^ the foremost in a dance, 
, Which forms a feast for wide«mouth'd MadAx 

~ Rumour, 
May giTe thee fidgets — put thee out of sorts— » 
What slighted Lady loveth such reports? 

Grant that thine eyes^ with s6Qen clouds overcast,,' 
Let fail, alas! a hearty show'r of rAin— « 

Soon will those sund (for long it cannot last). 
Peep out with radiance on the world again^ 

When, lol their beams will seem agreajt deal bcigbter. 

My spirits also dancing ten. times lighter. 

Life is too mawkish, if 'tis always sweet; 
At times, a disappointment is a treat. 
Some scout this do6trin& — Psha! the vapid asses! 
Lord, drown them in a hogshead of molasses.^ 
When Majesty was in a monstrous passion, 
And grimly Thurlqw thunder'd out d-mnation, 
And Leeds and Hawhlsb'uy join'd their jowls together, 
Brej»ving, like witches of Macbeth, foul weather ^ 

I cannot truly say my heart was light: 
Indeed the Bard found something like a fright; 

Indeed I trembled at the gathering gloom ; 
But when the cloud so harmless passed away. 
My spirits all so frolicksome and gay, 

To dance their jig, had scarcely elbow-room. 
I laugh'd at each dark terrifying mien, 
And mocked the dread that ru;iii'd through ^^''ty vein.. 

^ ." Yet, 
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Yet, is it possible, ye tuneful Nine, 

(Doubtless the thought the great Apollo sl^ocks) 
That verses vended by a Bard divitn;^ 

Can put his sacred legs into the stocks ? "^^ 

Yes! and his sacred head into the pillory; 
So say the law archieves of Lent and ilitary. 

Some, Moderation kick, like fools, to door. 
And wish their passions always in a roar. 
Ah ! would those madmen wisely time employ, 
They ought to be economsts of joy* 

Too frequent and too violent a motion 

Will tear the best machinery to pieces; 
This dodlrine to young masters is a potion^ 

A nauseous potion too*to love-sick Misses. 

Beyond th' extravagance of rhime, 
Beyond the flight of thought sublime, 

1 chace not blisses thus beyond all measare— 
Rapture's a fiery hunter to bestride ; ; 
Indeed I wish not madrnanMke to ride, 

But calm oa that sweet filly, christened Pleasues* 

PiiiLLis, I will not ff/r?«^^ have thy smile; 

At times, I'll give thee liberty to |w«^; 
Such is my plan, the minutes to beguile. 

Sometimes I'/i heav'n, my love, and sometimes oil/. 
Variety atfords a zest tojife— 
But^ mum I we must not say this to a, wife. 



PARENT of Pleasure, and of many a groan, 
i should be loath to part with thee, I own, 
Dear LifeI . 
To tell the truth, I'd rather lose a «ci/<?, 

£ea Should 
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Should HdaT'n e'er deem me worthy of possessing^ 
Th%t best, that most iaicaiuable blessiag. 

Some peo{He talk of thee with much sung-froidy 
As one too pitiful to be en^oy'd; 

But thoju'rt a most delightful girl with tne— 
A hundred thousand pretty' things- are thine: 
Indeed, of golden t«easure thou' rt a mine. 

Thy tnanners greatly with my heart agree. 

I love thy sweet acquaintance from my hearty. 
Will make a bargain with thee not to part, 

Till fate shall strike our system off its hinges z. 
Consenting ta a Httle gout sometimes, 
That spoils my appetite to meat and rhknes, 

Those very sharp memento-mori twinges. 

1 thank thee that thou brought'st me into being: 
The things of this our world ace well worth seeingy 

And, let me add, moreover, well worth feeling;: 
Then what the dev'l would people have, 
These gloomy hunters of the grave. 

Foe ever sighing, groaning, canting, kneeliiig:^ 

I cannot rise from thee as from a fea$t, 

As Horace says, titi corkvivasaiar-'^ " 
No such matter : 
I'll answer for myself at least.. 

No, when it comes that thou and I must part, 
Life, I shall leave thee with a sighing heart ;^ 
Leave the warm precind^s of the cheerful day, 
With ling'ring longing looks,, says Gray. 

Some wish they never had been born, hovr odd! 
To see the handy works of God, 

In smr, and m<$on, and starry sky ^, 
Though last, not least, to see sweet VVoman's charms ^ . 
Nay more, to clasp them in our arms, 

AnQ pour the soul in lovers delicious sigh, 

; Is 
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I . 

Is Wdttworthf coming for, I'm sure, 
j Supposing that thou gay'st us nothing more* 

r 

^ Yet, thiil^.surFOtinded, Life, dear Life, Vm thine ^ 

\ And could I always call thee minej 

I would not quickly bid this world farewell ; 

But whether here, or long, or short my stay, 

1*11 keep in mind, forev'ryday, 
I An old Frendi motto, f^ive la bagatelle ^ 

Before us Heav'n bath plac'd the tear and smile; 

Each may be won with very trilling toil- 
But if there be in nature such a mule. 

Who, willing with misfortune to be curst. 

Should, like an ideot, madly choose the first,^ 
In- God's name ret hiih suiter like a fooJ. 

^ Misfortunes are this lott'ry world's sad blanks ;; 
Presents, in my- opniion, not worth thanks: 
The Pleasures are the twenty-thousand prizeSj^ 
Which nothing but a downright ass despises.. 



ODE TO ADMIRAL HOTIIAM. 

THRICE happy man, on whom Dundas and PitTj^ 
Wrth all the energy of human wit, 
. And all the pow'rs of sacred truth beside,. 
Have lavish'd the wild torrent of their praise, 
Deck'd thy baUl bead with Glory's brightest rays I 
Haste from thy vessel with unwounded hid<!; 

Thy vessel^ which, like thee-^ 'mid War's alarm, 
And mighttf danger met no mighti/ harm. 

Greal 






312 riVBAKlAMk, 

Great Tar, at once ihj course for Englaad sbape; 
England, broad staring, quite upon the gape, 
To meet the Victor by whose arm Dundas 
Declares what mutio'loHS things have come to pass ! 

Yet as we bear thee through the streets along, 
Amid the stunning shout and howling song. 

Suppose a Patriot Sauc should cross thy way, 
And, cIair«».iog silence, ask in manly tone, 
'' What for these honours, IIotham, hast thou done?'^ 

lioTUAM S now what the devil wilt thou say ? 



FROM THE PERSIAN OF EMIR JOAD- 

TO 

THE BUTTERFLY. 

SWEET child of summer, who from flow'r to ftow'r. 
To sip each odour, sport'st on silken wing; 
I greet thy prestMice 'mid the golden hour. 
Whilst with the birds the. vales of Serdi ring. 

I see thee perching on each rose's bloom; 

From iragiauce thus to fragrance wont to glide; 
Now from the tender vi'Iet waft perfume; 

Now fix'd upon the lily's snowy pride. 

Though blest art thou— my bliss is greater still; 

I kiss the bosom of the brightest FairI 
The charms of Ai>£l all my senses fill ; 

And whilst those charms I press, her love I share'* 

- But thou a mutual passion canst not know; 

No fond endearments can return to thee— 
Whilst 1, belov'd, with constant rapture glow~ 
Sweet child of summer, come and envy me. 

' OMi 



■1 
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ODE 



LION SHIP OF WAR^ 

ON HUE tCETUBN WITH TB£ EMBASSY F&OM CIII2fA» 

DEAR Lion, welcome from thy monkei/ trip ; 
Glad is the Bard to see thee, thou good Ship;. 
Thy mournful epsigu, half way down the staff^ 
Provokes (I fear me much) a general laugh ! 

» 
What sad long phizzes.thou hast now on board! 
A high and mighty disappointed Lord I 
And, lo! a disappointed doughty Knight, 
Whose buds of hope have felt a horrid blight. 

Say, wert thou not ashamed to put thy prow 
Where Britons, dog^like, learnt to crawl and bow; 
Where Eastern Majesty, as hist'ry sings, 
Looks down with smiles of scorn on fVesterri Kings ? 

Ah me ! *tis universally allow'd 

That Eastern Monarchs are prodigious proud: 

Unlike the humble Monarchs of the IVes't^-^ 
Such kind, and pliable, and gentle creatures! 
So placid^ of their souls, and sweet, the-featuresj 

Where nought but Virtue is a welcome guest. 

Your Eastern Despots, in their lofty station, 
£xpe6i the censer of rich adulation 

To burn for ever underneath their noses: 
This incense boasts a certain opiate pow'r ; 
Whose pleasant,'^ stupifying, plenteous show'r, 

The optics of the understanding closes; 

Pro. 
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Producing, too, a charming gaudy dream, 
In which Kings think they hold the world's esteem; 
Think, too, the conscieace sound, though full of holes^ 
And virtues, thick as herrings, in tlieir souls. 

O Flatt'ry, thou attendant on Inakity, 

Thou meat, drink, clothes, and furniture of Vanitt^ 

'Tis cruel to attack ?i feeble head; 
Yos, cruel««likewise let me add, a ^hamo^^ 
Who never makest memtion of his name, 

Poor, easy, gaping cuckoo, when 'tis ieadm 

Ooce more, to tkee^ O Lion to return—* 
A subjedt form'd to bid all England mourn ! 

O thinjc upon thy Britons, how disgraced. 
As to the palace of Jeuol they racM, 

So shabbily, so tawdrily array'dl* 
The natives, with horse laughs, the tribe remarking, f 
While, grunting, kicking, braying, howling, barking^, 

Hogs, dogs, and asses, joiA'd the cavalcade I 

Not Staunton, with his Doctor's gown and cap^ 
Could from the populace obtain one clap; 

* « 1 cannot but add to th« obstacles which wp xecctvcd from the 
curiosity of the Chinese people, some small degree of mortification at 
the kina of impression our appearance seemed to make on them : for . 
they no sooner obtained a sight of any of us, than they universally 
burst out into loud shouts of laughter. "'-^t(/< Anderson* s Narrative 
fif the British Embassy to China 

f Mr. Anderson supposes the clothes for the suite of the Ambassador 
were seCond-hand things purchased from the servants of the Fierich 
Ambassador Luzerne, or from the Play-houses—perhaps from Mon« 
tnouth-street. 

4 *♦ We found ourselves (says Mr. Andersc^n) intermingled witli 
a cohort of pigs, asses, and dogs, which broke our ranks, such as 
they v)ere, and put us into irrecoverable confusion. AH formality of* 
procession, therefore, was at an end ; and the Ambassador's palanquia 
was so far advanced before us, ai to make a little srnar^ running neces* 
wry to overtake it," 



r 



Nor poor MacartnIty, with his star amd tibh&uJr^ 
Child-like^ he Blight ag well have had a bib on I 

Ah me ! before he saifd^ a frieitdy 
I told ye all 'how things would ead.* 

Tell me, wh^) plann'd this silly expedition ? 
That brain was surely in a mad condition : 

Say, was it Avarice, the lean old Jade, 
Who, though half Asia's gems her corpse illume, 
.(SoL^s radiance on a inclancbaly tomb) 

Can join with Meanness in her dirtiest trade? 

Who told our King, the embassy would thrive, 
Host be the mogt egregioas fool ali?e— 

God mend that Courtier's head, or rather trash.pot!*^. 
Perhaps he cry'd, '' Upon the rich Hindoo 
^' Your gloriotis Majesty has cast its shoe, 

*^ And China next, my Liege, must be yottr zsashrpotJ 



ODE 



J BUTTERFLY. 

CHTIiD of the summer's golden hour. 
Who, happy, rov'st from flow'r to ftow'r, 
Now sportive winnowing 'mid th' expanse of air ; 
O welcome-to B)y little field ! . 
Each leaf of fragrance may it yield I ' _ 

Yes, dwell with me^ and Nature's bounty share. 

* Sfcmy Epistkto Lord Macartney, in which I prophesied some- 
what mort than came to pass, as the Embassy was hfia fide not literally 
foggfd; but, says Anderson, " Wfe entered Pekin like paupers^ wc 
femaiaedio it \i!ls.e prisoner s^ and wc quitted it like vagrants,** 

No 
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And whilst Tor Gretna Green each turtle sighs^ 
The Blacksmith * sec:4ns an Angel in their eyis; 

But when this Blacksmith has perform'd his part^ 
Possession quells the tumults, of the heart ; 

The heart with foaming bliss no more boils over 1 
Now leisurely into the chaise they get ! 
They ask no John to drive, no horse to sweat 1 

No ey^es' keen sparkle shows the burning lover ; 

No kisses ^midst the jolting road they snap ; 

CiELiA now tak^s a comfortable nap : 

Down jon her cheeks, her locks dishovelPd flow ; 

Not vastly smooth, but much like locks of hay ; 
Her cap not much resembling Alpine snow, 

Shook from her rolling wearied head awaj. 

The Youth too^ with his noddle on his breast ; . 

His hair all careless, much in hay.like trim; m 

As though sweet wedlock's joys had lost their zest ; ' 

As though & ilujl indili 'rence damn'd the whim ; 
With mouth half shut, that heavy seems to say, 
^^ The devil take the Blacksmith and the day, 
** Who tied me ^o that trollop, now my wife, 
^ Just like a jack-ass to a post, for life /" 



THJC 

PRAISE OF ANECDOTK 

BLESSED be the Retailers of Anecdote, who affbra 
much pleasant and light food to the mind. Bless«i 
ed more particularly be Master John Nichols, com- 
piler of the Magazine of quaniiiyy and eke his wonder- 

* Also a Divine, who gains a comfortable maintenance by making 
matrimonial chains as well as hone-shoes. 

fia 
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fill coadjutor Doctor (not Mister) Richaro Gough, 
who so often giveth that old devourer Time a vomit, ta 
make hhn disgorge 

A furbelow of good Qitben Bess's tail ; 
A taylor's thimble, and a rusty nail* 

Important is the moat trivial Anecdote of an extraor-^ 
Jinary person ; and when consecrated by Age, it be- 
comes^ invaiaabie. 

Thus of himself sayeth the celebrated Monsieur 

Menage, one of my gresit precursors in AnUy who, if I 

nay be in the fashion of alliteration, could give dignity 

|o a dunghill, grace to a gutter, prettiness to a pigstye, 

honour to a horse-pond^ and majesty to a mouset 

. *^ When I. boarded at Augers," says this extraordinary 

man, '' the Mistress of the hou?e quarrelled with the 

Maid for the loss of a pound of butter, which, by some 

jEoeans or other, had sneaked out of the way. The girl 

declared that the cat eat every bit of it. The incredulous 

I « mistress swore it was false; and, to be convinced, she 

l^ut the c^rt into a pair of scales ; when, lo ! the animal^ 

to the maid^s coafusion, w^eighed only three ^[uarteis ol 

. Qj pound f" ,' 

I ^^ It is a fortunate thing (sayS Monsieur Menage, iiw 

1 artother place) to be acquainted with celebrated peo- 

I ple.'^ The smallest anecdote of a man of consequence 

I adds a gem to tlie treasures of history. Adopting this 

idea, I shall from time to time communicate to my 
readers pretty little stories of Great People. To begin 
with his present Grace of Leeds, who is Musician, Po<^ 
PoHcician, and Poet^ 

'Twafi in that season of the year. 
When Oratorios sweet appear. 

And human warblers all divinely sing ; 
^ Unlike the little birds, I wot. 
Who close in frost and snow the throat. 
And chant in sitjnmer only, and the spring ; 

Ft2 that 
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(hat, being in the -Green Room of Cor^nt G^rdeo, t 
scumbled on bis Grace of Leeds, who, notwlthstaod- 
iDg his having been the burthen of one of ray merry 
songs, volnntarily and smilingly addressed the Bard, 
that is to say, we, the Ltric Petek, onoiHTHZ. The 
unexpectedness of the salute produced a palpitation^ 
mixed with a quantity of reverence. " When was you 
in Cornwall last ?" said his Gracp, witb a sim^r. 
" About ti^o years since,'* replied I — " Pray when was 
your Grace in that province ?" — " Last year," answered 
the Duke. — '* The Duchess accompanied your Grace, I 
presume ?** quoth I, in a pretty, tender, unprcsuming^ 
and winning tone. " She did,^ rejoined his Gracc^ 
with the most affable smile, and conciliating manner^ 

'^ GoDOL^BiN is wildly situated," quoth I. " If I 
mistake not, Cornwall was made the scene of the diu' 
lleries of the old Spanish and Italian writers of ro- 
mance/—*' Hem, hem,** rejoined the Duke, with i 
smile and a nod, which seemed to me, though intended 
as tones and signals of assent, to imply more ignorance 
than knowledge, which every Geeat Man is too great 
to confess. His Grace now turned the discourse to 
Shakespeare/ and Dry den, and Pope, and some more ixlo^ 
dern authors, with a pretty volubility, and some critical 
remark, which, though not in the true' spirit of Lcm* 
ginus, was really not contemptible; for the Duk-e is a bit 
of a poet ; witness an unfortunate Prologue or two, aud 
fiomt^ fortunate amatory stanzas, that won the heart of 
the Duchess. Part of the natural history of the Poet is a 
desultory disposition, leaping from earth to heaven 4n hi* 
frenzy. Here the converse of the proposition took place; 
for, after sublime quotation from Shakespeare, the Duk& 
abrubtly descended to the humfDler subject of his nose ! ! h 

' *' How came you. Sir, in your Ode, to attack my nose ?" 
This was a thundering question; for thou knowest. 
Reader, if thou bast perused all my lyrical lucubrations, 
that his Grace's proboscis has been the subject of a poeti- 
cal smile. '* My Lord Duke,** answered 1, " whei> youjr 
Grace, Lord Hawkesburj, Lord Thurlow, I..ord Sidney, 
and. others, your colleagues in AdminisUation^ took it 

inta 
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into your heads to attack mc, I thought a poor Poet had 
a right to the laws of retaliation." — " Bat ;why attack 
ray nose. Sir, why attack my nose ?'* The conversation 
now took a turn to his Grace^s knowledge of thefoets,. 
from which he made many quotations, and spoke them, 
with propriety : — on a sudden he quitted the classics, 
and reverted to his favourite and wounded feature. — 
*' But why attack my nose 9 is there any thing uncom^ 
mon in my nose?** I answered, that, at the time Imen* 
tiont^.d it, T was not certain whether he had a nose &t no^. 
as Its existence was only fancied from report; but that I 
knew h\sG&\c^\i^& power, and meant to employ it 
against me with hostility. This answer produced no 
reply.- The Duke stood mute and simpering for a few 
minutes, and then broke out on a sudden, " I will in- 
tfoducfr you to the Duchess.** We immediately quitted 
the Green Room arm in arm, and repaired to a Stage- 
box, that held her Grace and Sister, Miss Anguish. 
The introduction was respectful, solemn, and* awful — 
when, behold, the Duke, unable to quit his favourite 
topic, turned the solemnity of the meeting into farce.— 
'* My love," (^"0^^^ ^^^^ Duke to the Duchess) " I have 
been asking the Doctor what provoked him to attack 
my nose?** Then turning to me, ** Pray,. Doctor, what 
provoked yon to attiick n)y nose?'* Driven to the ne- 
cessity of a compHment, I replied, that '^had I.scen hi» 
Grace's nose before 1 wrote the- Odes, I should most' 
<?ertainly Have composed ^> panegyric on it instead pf a 
' satire, as the nose was really a very good nose indeed." 
The ladies smiled, the Duke was pleased 3. 1 leaned over 
the box, to shew the audience into what good company 
P'ortune had thrown me. Thexonversation grew more 
cheerful — sevferal mgcnxOKxsmipromptus wereexchanged. 
At length I took my leave, with a profound bow of 
thanks for the h^u-Hirs I had received. His Grace re-*- 
turned my bow 5 the ladies also most condescendingly 
bowed to my bowj and forth I went, with exultation,, 
to communicate this sudden peripetia, or change o£ 
fortune, to all xny acquiantances. 

Ff 3^ ' -€|,ENTM. 
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Gbntlb Readbr, 

Wouldst thou not have imagined thsit thenar hatchet 
was buried for ever ? Such was my too credulous opir 
nion J but frpnti niitta fides i The very next public 
dinner his Grace. g^ye,^ what did he? He exiiibited a> 
ludicrous account of our interview j applauded his own 
amazing magnanimity, wit, and condescension, and 
laughed at the Pojrt. Dashed frgra the pinnacle of ray 
ambition, for I. expected a high place in.Administratioa, 
and mortified by the disappointment, I sat me down, andb 
in the true spirit of sorrow wrote the following pathetiu, 
stanzas. 



THB. 



SONG OF DISAPPOINTMENT 



AVF ELKGIAC BALhAH, 

HOPE WhisperM. fine things in my ear; 

I belie v'd her^ though trick i& her trade :: 
Sh6 told mc that Fortune was near, 

Who had always behav'd Uka a jade. 

Gveat names littU people astoimdf — 

How 'witching the title, Your Grace !- — 

My Lord. Duke, Lady Dachcss, what sound I 
Big afid honour^ and. dinner^ and place* 



In (kiicy I joinM'the Duke's table^ 

Wher.e his Grace so instructiTcly chats; 

Djspising itf garret, that'stable. 

My joint-stool, and my penn'x>rth of sprats. 

in fancy I jok''d with hU Geace, 

A-nd felt a huge torrent of bliss— 
Thfia X,flatter'd the Duchess's face^ 
^ And whispered Ipve-stories to Miss*i 

In fancy his Grace I beheld, 

Heard his mouth with so^ndicfificism. «pc ;. 
That mouth most delicioiisly swclPd 

With, quotations from DiiipEN and Pope^ 

In fancy I heard him aloud 

Read his prologue so sweet to his guests ; 
Saw wonderment stare from the crowd,. 

And rapture: burst wildv from. their breasts.. 

Now. I heard'him delightfully thmm ; 

Now in praise of old music a raver ; 
Now Handel's huge chorusses hum ; 

Now a critic on crotchet and quaver.. 

In fancy a bonfire I blaz'*; 

At my wit heard them call out " encore ;'** 
While the room- with astonishment gaz^d^ 

Pr^pajr'd ev'ry moment to. roar. 

But the Duke has secreted his face ; 

To the Bard what a terrible l)low ! 
And gono are the smUes of her Gracf, 

And the smiles of each Anguish al-sa.. 

But I'm not dektded afone j- ' 

To another he sadly behav'd : 
Doctor Jackson, by promises won, 

Cut his curls from. his pate, and was shav'd: 

♦ Miss Anguij»h, 

Though 
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Though the Doctor looks smart with his locks, - 

Sublime too, and siuirthy^ and big ; 
He was told, whea a Bfobop, Jiii. flofcks 

Would expect 2jfuU huihd of wig* 

A wig was accordingly bought, 
^ As a cauliflower, lafge, and as fair ; 
Where the barber too, biest with good thought,. 
Wove religion and pomp in each hair. • ^ 

In short, 'twas so solemn a quizy 

So form'd for concern^ of the soul ; 
People scarce could decide on its phiz, 

Whicli look'4 wisest,^ the caxon or jowl. 

But after this grand opei-atfon 

Of clipping and wigging, I trow^ 
Sore bau,Jk'd>was poor Con^s* exaltation^ 

But whjf — aone with certaintj know. 

Some thought Heaven with the tcig was displeas'd ;.; 

But pcoplo may think as they list : 
Other's said (with maliciousness seiz'd). 

Heaven haled the|:rMte of the Priest. 

So the Doctor no Bishop was made,. 

Nor at prt^sent a Bishop is he; 
And it also may safely be faid,^ 

That a Bishop he never will be. 

But the Dure too is thwarted j I ween ; 

Who luoks up like a hawk to the Crown;; 
But alat \ our good King and good Queen 

Have never vouchsaf 'd to look down. 

* 

♦ Con, /. f. Consequential Jackson — a constant appellative be- 
stowed on him at Ux University o£ Oxford. 
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"Now to Duke and to Duchess adieu ; 
. Adieu to my honours likC'tDise; 
The vision departs from my view. 
And HorE, the false flatterer, flies. 

My teeth too are robb'd of sweet picking ^ 

Ah teeth, to good eating attach'd I 
And thu« have I counted my chicken^ 

Poor blackhtiAdi heiktt^ they treri^ kauk'^ 
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CX3NVENTION BILL. 

AN ODE. 



•€di profanum vulgus, et arce<h^ 
Favete Unguis, Ho*. 

I hate the Mob — Avaunt the Vulgar Throng f 
£c .padlocks pl«c'd on ev'iy Br itoxf*.< tongue. 

riT:r's Translatun. 



t2$ PZKDARIANA« 

TO THB 

READER. 



Geittlb Reader, 

THE insufferable licentiotfsness of the present ag^ 
iivith regard to political opinion, demands an im- 
mediate redress. As the freedom of discussion may be 
the loss of a Minister's Place ^ that Minister is in the 
right to make use of his most virtuous Majority to 
•bring in a Bill 

For binding to the peace the Tokgue and Pen, 
So hostile te the peace of Courtier Men, 

who, as Pope say€ of his friend Addison, 

<*^— damn for arts that caused themselves to rise.'^ 

Messieurs Pitt and Dundas were not pot-^vaiiant 
-when they stumbled on this Convention Act, whatever 
the world may think. The Jolly God, it h said, was 
for once forced to give place to the Goddess, .yclept 
Prudence, who has totally presided over this Bill, 
which wiselif orders that 3, dozen meriy lik« a <lozen 
bottles vf winCj shall not pass from house to house with, 
out a PERMIT. Convinced of the necessitif and zoisdom^ 
of our Premier's political manceuvre, I join his stand- 
ard, and heartily vote to perpetual confinement the P£n« 

That with its lever nib of brass, 

Tries from his pow'r to heave Dundas.; 

And Tongue that, witli its crushmg wit, 

Treads, like an £lephant, on Pitt, 

By Slanders ui^'d, whose breath of flame 

Melts the fair columns of a Name. 

ODE 



i 



< as© ) 
ODE. 

TO 

Mr. PITT. 



ACCEPT a CoNTERT, Ode-composing Peter! 
" The THUNDER^BE-iRiNG BiRj> of British metre," 
Says Fame, from truth not often known to wander: 
To thee Job's war-horse from Parnassus^ Pitt, 
A gentle Beast, I kneeling take the hit, 

Like tam'd Bucephalus to Alexander; 
A Horse to otlier Riders so uncivil ; . 
Who rear'd, and plung'd, and kick'd them to the Devil. 

Since Impudence, assuming Freedom's form, 
Near Mother Red-cap brews the dangerous storm^ 

Assembling such a formidable rout; 
Loud threat'ning, too, OPi*rT !. in evil hour 
To blow thee, like the gossamer, from pow'r; 

'Tis time, full time,~^ rocihinks, to look abouf^ 

Say the full plan thoirmeanest to pursue, 
To curb of Liberty this upstart crew i 

Our eyes are, hawk-like, on the sharpenM gaze- 
Pronoonce how many meff shall meet together 
To canya^ss our politica} foul weather, 

And shake their heads, ia hope of 1)etter days* 

If not too pert—Thou great repormsng Man^ 
How many wilt thou sufle-r in- a'dan, 
To groan their grievance, whisper woeful tale,. 
Where the small Tap-room pours its gin and ale? 

Vol. III. Gg Ss^u 
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Sei^tiow larks withio a. porter.mug— 
Eke in a glass of gin the knave lies snng!' 

Who drhiksj in rank rebellion dips his nose I. 
I like not healths I toq oft ftic^ carr j treason : 
Then Let u» cut at <mce the rascal's weasand, 

That dares to drink <^ a Hope to.FBBSDOM'S Foesir 

▲ndiif to NEirs.94P£Bs tiion tum'st thine eyes,. 
Hot-beds of treason' npoir treason rise, 

Save Rose's— guiltless af all wit-pollution t. 
Bnt^ if sheer heaviness can aid a cause^ 
GEoanK^s two Brats* shall pound the People's jaws^ _ 

As ^gs and lead do wondrous execution. 

B^ibellion taints a zshkper^ too,. I think, 
Aod wondrous danjger hides within Sk.zoink^, 
Much in a shrugf and. much iu lifted et/es; 
Bat, if a ^rooii escape, a Monarch d!rW.. 

Augustus a£led ?ery sagely— ^or as 

lie lo^d two Poets, Virgij. cali'd, and IIorace,^ 

He issued proclamation, where qiioth he, 
*^ Xietlio one Poe^ upon pain' of death," 
(And Lord! how dangerous that same Loss of breatb!)! 

^^ Dare, if ke values ULiy to 'mention Me*" 

It had a Tery fiile efie^l, says Fame ;. 
E'en cats aod puppies reyerenc'd CiESAR's nameT 
Thus let our CiESAR mounted be 00 high, 
And no one take his name in vam^ bat Pyr.. 

* Mr. GtorgM Rose, of" the Troisury, \9 tht Proprtttor of twio* 
Kews Pigers,' misnomer ed ihe True ^riton and die Sun : the firft». 
pleasantly fabulous ; and the last, never emitting a single Ray, They 
are intended, however,. as two brazen prllars of our kafpy Cortstitlition,. 
' acquainting the world with every motitn of Majesty: George is realiy* 
^ » ckantSer^ a&d ahould be brought a Jittie wtme/oniiard on the^olltical 
canvass. To continue the metaphor, this Treasury Gentioman has beeii> 
k^c too hr in the iack ground, A hl&tory of I is life, panantagc, and 
cAtt€a^% would, prove a hnni bmcht jfb]; the- fbblic. 

. . ' ' Behold 
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Behold Ae pale Chinese I ttime slaves of Pow*r, ' 
Who' at a MANOARf V, in corners cow'r^ 
^ Dropping t9 earth the eye with awewclad head;t 
WlJIle oUun-s yield themscWes to panting flight,. 
Not vent'riog to tura baclL the fearful sight, 

LesI ahuge blunderbuss should strike them? deadS 

Siich souls ia Britoks maf we hope to see I 
Haste, haste,, the iime$ ta tremble thus at three f 

0& i as i» ffoRmjLTH Willmm^s humbling.day, 
At eve shall solemn Ci/jtFEWs sound the kneH 7 

And men, like babes, be fore'd to' bed away, 
Soon as they hear the moaitoi'y bell > 

When Majesty io> Parliament shall rid«, 
Ah ! may the Monarch by the Mob be eifdf 
And, if allaw'd the blessing of a view, "^ 
'Whether^th ha(f an eye, one eyoy or two f 

And will hot it be deem'd a during thin^ 
To ogle through a spt/ing^glass the King?' 
And will notRcBVEs's scouts to Justice, run, 
And swear the spying-glass a monstroHs Gun?. 

i> 
By thy sage counsel, possibly edone^ 
Like Dabie Godiva^ Geouge may travel on,. 

When lo ! of curiosity a head^ 
A Peeping Tom may from a window poke ; 
Then let the bullet or the sabre's stroke 

Dismiss the saucy Peeper to the dead.^ 

And since his Majesty is fond ofliuhting, 
Ah, let his company nt) more be buhiing! 

A Sweep may bear a very dangerous brush j, - 
BuTciiEHs may ptiU a cleaver from the frock ;r 
.Basbers may launch at Majesty a block, 

Or bason dart^^ or pike^ikc pole may push ;. 

Jajcs. 
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Jack Kjetch withia his pocket hide his string:, 
And CoBLKiis launch their lap-stones at their King ; 
Since such too utten, by ambition born, 
Join Majesty,, and Wiioop, aQ4IlouNj>, and HoaNf 

And, vhea our King to JVeif mouth shall repair, 
Forget not thou an order to the May'r, 
When in the. tub the Royal Life embarks. 
To read the riot a^ to shrimps and sharks t 

And noy may Gon your ]iearts,, ye Britons, tnm t 
Your sins in sackcloth and in ashes mourn ; 

Without a t.igh to Ministeiis submit^-^ 
Ye are but children yet, so nieod your ways ; 
Sing to the J^o'rd (th' Excmequlr's Loan I) with praise; 

And go to schooi, good boys, to Goo»y Fitt. : 

**' 

But hark 1 a voice !— " Ah, Pitt ! thine arts are vain ; 
*< Britons </ar^>peak, and, when oppress'd^ complam;: 

i^ To Man the little privilege is giv'n; 
<< And, should a Miscreant cur^ it, (dead to shame> 
^' May Albion's Genius tear the Villain's frame, 

'' And fling it piece-me^ to the fowls of lleav'n l'^ 

Whence is that solemn sound, alas ! declare : 
Th^'Giiosx of Ai/FRED bids a Rocu£ bei^are^ 
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